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Montpellier. 


Am juſt returned, my deareſt 
mother, from the Count de 
Poland's lodgings—you may 
remember the ſummons we had 
received when I ended my laſt» 
letter. My head and heart are fo 
full of the viſit we have made, in 


conſequence of his earneſt requeſt, 
A 3 that 


6 COUNT DE POLAND. 


that at preſent I can Zhink or 
zorite on no other ſubject. 
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i 
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I was ſtartled, on entering the 
hall, to ſee the Count's ſervant fol- 
lowing a porter down the ſtair- 
caſe, loaded with boxes, as if 
preparative to a journey. As ſoon 
as he ſaw us, he ordered the por- 
4 ter to wait his return below, and 
| | conducted us towards his maſter's 
chamber. In our way thither, Sir 
William aſked him what occafion- 
ed this appearance of a removal ? 
1x I really cannot inform you, re- 
| plied the valet; my Lord, this 

morning, ordered me to pack up 
and forward all his things to Paris; 


I ſuppoſe 


COUNT DE POLAND. 7 


I ſuppoſe his Lordſhip will give 
you fuller information; he ſeems 
very impatient for your and Lady 
Egerton's coming ; he has been 


walking up and down his rom 


this quarter of an hour, in ex- 
pectation of ſeeing you. He ſpoke 
the laſt words in a low voice 
his hand was on the lock —the 
door opened we had no time 
for further interrogations. If I 
was ſurpriſed at my firſt entrance, 
my ſurpriſe was not leſſened on 


finding the Count ſo extremely 


agitated, that, contrary to his 
uſual cuſtom, the reception he 
gave us was a ſilent one. He met 
us as. we came into his apart- 

ment. 
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ment. He took a hand from each ; 
Sir William's he preſſed with 
an emotion too viſible to paſs un- 
obſerved ;—mine he lifted to his 
lips—a ſcalding tear fell upon it; 
but he ſeemed unconſcious that a 
tear had eſcaped him — he reco- 
vered his uſual ſerenity-he pla- 
ced us on a fopha—he ſeated him- 
ſelf between us—his filence ended. 
I have intreated this honour, faid 
he, from /e/f/þ motives. I wiſh 
to relieve my- mind from the 
burthen of zho/e obligations you 
have heaped upon me, by making 
an acknowledgment of my grati- 
tude I 707/ to reveal the cauſe of 
zbat conſternation under which 
you 


*. 
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you find me at this momente 


are my motives for requeſting 
your preſence—can you pardon the 
liberty I have taken ? Our anſwers 
did not diſpleaſe him. I own 
(continued he) I am diſtreſſed, in- 


Initely diſtreſſed, in being forced 


to tear myſelf from friends, whole 
kindneſs, whoſe humanity, ſince 
I came to this place, have made 
my wretched life ſupportable. 
Fortune I thought was relaxing 
in her ſeverity, when ſhe introdu- 
ced to my acquaintance Sir Wil- 
liam and Lady Edgerton ; but the 
ſmiles of fortune are again inter- 
rupted. God Almighty reward 
you both for the goodneſs you 

have 
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have exerted towards a diſap- 
pointed man — diſappointed in thoſe 
to whom he intruſted his deareſt 
treaſure—robbed of the darling 
object of his ſoul's affection, he 
has nom nothing left to attract the 
notice of a fortunate—of a happy 


world; he has now no other claim 
to its attentions, but what his 


afflictions may beſpeak. The 
benevolence and humanity of your 
diſpoſitions has opened me a paſ- 
fage to your friendſhip—a friend- 
ſhip, the remembrance of which 
my heart ſhall ever warmly che- 
riſh. He pauſed: he laid his 
hand on his breaſt with a ſort of 
deyotion, and riſing, turned from 

us 


COUNT DE POLAND. 1I 


us as if to conceal his emotion. 
Neither Sir William nor I had 
opened our lips during the whole 
time he was ſpeak ing we ſeized 
on the opportunity his involuntary 
filence gave us—we aſſured him 
the ſincerity of our regard, of out 
attachment, ſhould end only with 
our lives; we acknowledged the 
honour he did us in accepting our 
ſervices; we begged he would 
command us in every reſpect in 
which we could be uſeful to him; 
we repeated a hundred times, it 
was impoſſible we could receive a 
higher ſatisfaction from any event, 
than adminiſtering to his comfort. 
1 bytlgy 
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I cave 
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I leave you, my dear Sir Willi- 
am; I leave you, my amiable Lady 
Edgerton; if you will receive a 
command from me, it ſhall be hi 
think of me ſometimes love me 
always be convinced of my grati- 
tude, and that I ove you as a 
father /oves his children. 


I never ſaw Sir William /o-muck 
affected for my part, I could not 
reſtrain my tears — 1 indulged 
them freely. Why, my dear Count, 
muſt you leave us, aſked Sir Wil- 
lam: My heart dictated the ſame 
queſtion, but my tongue refuſed 
it utterance. Your tender, gene- 
rous natures, replied the Count, 

demand 


COUNT DE POLAND. 13 


demand my confidence; I car no 
longer hide from you the cauſe of 
that deſpondency your kindeſt en- 
deavours have been employed to 
ſoften. Forgive me, that I have ſo 
long withheld zh:s confidence from 
you; my filence did not proceed 
from any deficiency in my affection 
to you, or from any diſtruſt of your 
prudence. Had the ſecret been all 
my own—had it been all my own, 
I ſhould ot have heſitated; I 
ſhould have lodged it in your bo- 
ſoms. In acquainting you with 
the occaſion of my ſorrows, I 
ut expoſe the faults of a brother 
once dear to my heart. I will in- 
form you of He faults will ſub- 

Vol. II. B mit 
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mit to lay them open, rather than 
give you cauſe to tax me with re- 
ſerve, which you would have ſuf- 
ficient cauſe to complain of, were 
I to bid you adieu, and carry with 
me the caution I have hitherto 
maintained. 


The very reaſon for which he 
ſeemed inclined to favour us with 
his confidence made us uſe every 
argument in our power to diſ- 
ſuade him from his purpoſe; but 
our diſſuaſions, our arguments, 
were in vain ; they could not pre- 
vent him from ſpeaking on a ſub- 
ject which it was evident he never 
even thought of without the extre- 

meſt 


COUNT DE POLAND. 15 


meſt agitation. He ſaw our deſire 


to promote his eaſe, which fixed 


him the more in his reſolves to 


conceal nothing from us. 


I can have no doubts of your 
friendſhip, ſaid he, why then 


| ſhould I let go the principal com- 


fort, which hat pleaſing, ſacred. 


tye is capable of beſtowing ? If I 


have griefs, you will make my 


burthen lighter by condeſcending 
to partake them with me. V1 


have griefs, did I ſay ; would to 
God it would admit a doubt! Oh! 
I have griefs; heavy—heavy are 
my griefs !—turn not from them. 
Should providence ever ſee it good 


— 
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to reſtore to me the treaſure I have 


oft, you ſhall not find me a miſer 


of my joys.—I will ſeek you in 
the remoteſt corner of the earth, 
till I have found you out, and 


made you the participators of my 


better fortune. We have no time 
to loſe, added he; and, for reaſons 
you will know by and by, I muſt 
enter rather abruptly on my rela- 
tion. 


I intreat your patience, if, in 
giving you the cauſe of my afflic- 
tions, I go back to ſpeak of hoſe 


people, who, though not imme- 


diately concerned in promoting 


them, are ſo ſtrongly connected 


with 


* OA Da — 
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with the events which have /ince 

happened, that I cannot paſs them 

over. There are many little parti- 
culars, neither intereſting or ma- 

terial, but they are neceſlary to 
your information. 


; Here Sir William interrupted 
t the Count, to aſſure him nothing 
N could be unintereſting or immate- 


rial to us, in which our valuable 


friend was concerned. 


: 

— Enough, my dear Sir William, 

2 ſaid he; ſuffer me then to proceed, 

and honour me with your atten- 
tion. 


B 3 '. - 
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This morning I had a viſit from 
my landlord, to know if I could 
part with a couple of bed-cham- 
bers, for which I have yet had 
no uſe. He told me, it would 
be doing him infinite ſervice, 
could I conveniently comply with 
his requeſt, for that a nobleman, 
who was expected here either as 
this night or to-morrow morning, 
has ſent a ſervant on before to 
provide him lodgings; and that 
he wanted nothing but the two 
rooms he mentioned to compleat 
a ſuit for his reception. Since I 
have been in Mouſieur le Rue's 
houſe, he has given me no cauſe 
of complaint—he is civilI like 
him 


COUNT DE POLAND. 19 


him— 1 would not be his hin- 
W drance—I readily agreed to yield 


him up the chambers he wanted, 


and got rid of his importunities. 
Soon after he left me, I happened 


to look out at the window, from 
which I perceived Monſieur le Rue 


in the ſtable-yard talking to one 
of my brother's valet-de-cham- 
bres. My ſoul ſhuddered at the 


ſight. He held his. horſe by the 
bridle; and before FE could well. 
recollect my ideas, T ſaw him 
mount; I ſaw him gallop off to- 
wards the poſt-road. I could no. 


longer doubt who it was that had 
hired lodgings in the ſame houſe 
with me—it could be no other 
than 
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than the Duke de Oboyne—T rang 
my bell with impatience. Monſieur 
le Reu made his appearance; he 
was inclined to renew his thanks. 
I broke in upon his harangue, by 
aſking if the ſervant I had ſeen 
him talking to in the yard was 
the /ame that came to take lodgings 
for the nobleman he expected. He 
told me yes, and that he was gone 
to meet his Lord, to acquaint 
him every thing was ready for his 
reception. So, you have actually 
agreed, ſaid I, hardly able to con- 
ceal my chagrin. Thanks to your 
Lordſhip's goodneſs, replied he; 
I am to have fourteen louis d' ors 
a week as long as Monſieur le 
5 Duke 
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Duke continues here. . I have not 
ſeen a more fortunate day theſe 
ſeven years. Very well, my friend, 
returned I peeviſhly—I have no 
right to be ſorry for your good 
fortune—I hope it will aſſiſt you 
in diſpoſing to as much advan- 
tage the apartment I now occu- 
py. He was amazed—he was 
aſtoniſhed—he would have de- . 
murred on the ſudden reſolution 
I had taken—lT put a ſtop to the 
one, and prevented the other, by 
ſaying in a milder, but determined 
tone, that buſineſs of importance 
called me to Paris; that it did not 
ſuit me to ſtay longer at Montpe- 
lier. I diſmifſed him tolerably 


well 
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well ſatisfied; and have already 


given neceſſary orders for my de- 


parture. I have now, my dear 


friends, explained to you the reaſon 
that drives me from hence; but if 
you have not left 7hzs place before, 
I promiſe to return as ſoon as the 
Duke de Obayne leaves me at liber- 
ty to purſue my inclinations ; it. 
is. impoſſible nom that I ſhould. be 
ſo happy to remain longer on this 
ſpot, as the preſence of my enemy 
would make my reſidence afflict- 
ing to a degree almoſt Aaſapr 


portable. 


That you might not condemn 
me for the me/} capricious of men, 
I ſhall 


COUNT DE POLAND. 23 


I ſhall haſten to inform you why 
I fly with ſuch precipitancy from 
a perſon, whom the tie of nature 
ſeemed to have intended for my 
inſeparable companion. 


I bid you adieu, my deareſt 
mother, for this night; to-mor- 
row I will endeavour to recollect 
what further paſſed on this inte- 


reſting occaſion. I have been 


writing a long time ; and Sir Wil- 
liam is juſt returned from his 
evening ride. Good night; good 
night; I ſhall dream of our dear 
diſtreſſed Count. 
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CONTINUATION. 


A whole day has paſſed, my 


dear madam, without my being 
able to command half an hour to 


continue the relation of our laſt 


interview with the Count. It is 
now neceſſary I ſhould tell you, 
from what cauſe this interuption 


has proceeded, which is no other 
than that a family have arrived 
here from whom we received 
numberleſs civilities during the 
fortnight we ſtaid in Paris. It 
was by the recommendation of 
Madam Tourville, (who is now at 
this place with Monſeur her huſ- 
band) that I ſent you the amiable 

girl 
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girl who has been ſo fortunate to 


engage your approbation. A ſo 
happened that theſe good people 


came late laſt night, and Sir Wil- 


liam engaged them to ſpend the 
following day with us, which 1 
dedicated to the purpoſe of repay- 
ing ſome of thoſe many polite at- 
tentions for which we were in- 
debted to them in our way hither. 
Madame Tourville was very inqui- 
fitive about Olivia ſhe appeared 


infinitely delighted, when I told 
her that, you had honoured. her 


charming cottager not only with 
your protection, but ſaw, loved, 


and diſtinguiſhed her merits. I 


thought when ſhe firſt ſpoke of 


Vol. 8 her 
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her to me, that ſhe had known 
her well, but find I was miſtaken. 
She met with her by accident, it 
ſeems, at the hovel of a poor 
country woman, who nurſe done 
of her children. She was ſtruck 
with Olivia's figure; the elegance 
of her manners ſurpriſed her, and 
ſhe found ſhe had been ſix months 
an inmate of the cottager's family, 
to whom ſhe gave a comfortable 
gratuity for her ſubſiſtence. Ma- 
dame Tourville, who is one of the 
beſt women in the world, having 
diſcovered ſhe was reverenced, or 
rather adored, by the honeſt cou- 
ple with whom ſhe lived, pitied 
her ſituation, offered to take her 
home 
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home and give her a place about 
her own perſon. This offer Oli- 
via refuſed ; but refuſed it with a 
grace and modeſty ſo enchanting, 
that inſtead of offending her patro- 
neſs, it engaged her to aſſure the 
lovely diſtreſſed creature of ber 
good offices—ſhe even inſiſted. on 
| her pointing out ſome other mode 
in which her ſervices might be 
uſeful. Olivia was at laſt pre 

: vailed upon to acknowledge, that 
7 the wif of her heart was, to at- 
e & tend any Engliſh Lady to that 


g country, though in the meanef 
4 capacity of ſervitude. Madame 
'D Tourville, who ſaw plainly that 
1 ſhe was fitted for a higher ſtation, 


er C 2 and 
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and-havin g an intire confidence in 
the woman with whom ſhe re- 
fided, inſtantly refolved to ſeize 
the firſt opportunity of ſerving 
her, and in the mean time uſed a 
thouſand kind arguments to per- 
ſuade her to accept an aſylum in 
her family, till ſhe could fix her 
to her own ſatisfaction; for the 
found her determinations. were to 
leave France; but with great hu- 
mility ſhe waved this honour, ex- 
preſſing herſelf highly ſatisfied 
with the kindneſs of her poor cot- 
tagers. I ſhall never forget, when 
I mentioned the kind of perſon 
you had commiſſioned me to ſend 
you; no, I ſhall never forget, the 
a bluſh 
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bluſh of pleaſure with which Ma- 
dame Tourville propoſed Olivia. 


We went together to fetch her 
from the retreat ſhe had choſen— 
ſhe rejoiced at the propoſals ] 
made her; though I don't know 
why, yet 1 was abaſhed at making 
them. She had more the air, the 
dignity of a Princeſs, who was to 
give /aws to others, than receive 
them in the humble capacity to 
which ſhe condeſcended. I can- 
not help calling her acceptance a 
condeſcention ; yet I have no doubt 
(whatever her expectations might 
have been) that at the time I en- 
gaged her to go to England, ſhe 

C 3 had 
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had no higher view, than being 
ſupported by her own induſtry. 
There are ſome countenances 
which ſpeak ſo many excellencies, 
That it would be an inſult to one's 
underſtanding, or betray a narrow 
miftruſiful diſpoſition, to enquire 
further ; and I need not tell you, 
madam, that Olivia is poſſeſſed of 
this friking advantage. I dare ſay 
ſhe has been unfortunate. With 
the ſame ſtrength of opinion, I 
think I could venture to affirm, 
'that ſhe is innocent, that her mis- 
fortunes have not ariſen from im- 
prudence : your approbation con- 
vinces me I am not mifled by 
appearances. I would have aſked 

4 her 
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her the particulars of her former 
| fituation ; but the grace, the ſweet 
timidity, the baſhful reſerve, with 
which ſhe received a hint I could 


not- help letting fall on that ſub-- 


je, kept me filent. I inquired 
of the good woman, with whom 
ſhe lodged, in what manner the 
came to her houſe. I do not 
know, my Lady, replied ſhe with 
eagerneſs ; indeed I don't know, 
what brought her here, unleſs the 
bleſſed Virgin had pity on aur fins, 
and ſent this angel down that we 
might edify by her example. She 
came (continued ſhe) to our door 
in the dreſs of a peaſant; ſhe 
looked fo ſweet, fo pretty, that 
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32 COUNT DE POLAND. 


my huſband and I ſhould cer- 


tainly have given her a harbour, 
if we had had no other than the 
bed we laid upon ourſelves ; but 
as providence would have it, we 
were better provided; and fince 
that bleſſed time ſhe came under 
our roof, good luck has poured in 
upon us; we have found a cow 
which we had loſt eight days, and 


have never wanted a nurſe child, 


which ſerves to ſupport us com- 
fortably. What a character of our 
Olivia, in his ſimple elogium ! 


I could not avoid mentioning 
theſe particulars, which the con- 
verſation I have lately had with 
Madame 


w% 
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traordinary young woman has re- 
called to my memory. At the 
time J ſent her over, I was too 
buſily employed in my attendance 
on Sir William ; and ſo throughly 
frightened at the relapſe with 
which he was threatened, that I 
had neither leiſure or ſpirits to be 
particular, but ſatisfied myſelf 
with ſuch a general recommenda- 
tion as I knew would gain her a 
gracious reception from my dear 
mother. The progreſs ſhe has 
made in your affections the ho- 


nourable ſtation in which you have 


diſpoſed her ratify her worth, and 


makes me believe the account I 


now 


Madame Tourville about this ex- 
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now ſend you of the manner in 


which I became acquainted with 


Olivia, will not be unacceptable 
to her benefactreſs. 


Sir William and I have promiſed 
to attend our friends this evening 
to a ſabſcription ball, which, from 
the number of people of diſtinction 
who at preſent crowd this place, it 
is expected will be remarkably 
brilliant. I have Aitle inclination to 
make one in the gay affembly ; but 
this is a ſacrifice I could not refuſe 
to Monfeur and Madame Tourville. 
You know, my dear mother, the 


natural bent of my diſpoſition is 


not diſpoſed to ſolitude; there are 


moments, 
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moments, however, when the 
mind, over which a fondneſs for 
diſſipation has not intirely pre- 
vailed, loſes its rehſh for thoſe 
d kind of amuſements, and feels the 
g WH fame repugnance, the ſame loath- 
ning, with which a feveriſh palate 
n WW draws back from that very food 
it which before yielded it a pleaſant 
y Wl gratification. My humour is juſt 
to I in this ca ſtate. We have loſt 
ut our dear Count; loſt him at the 
ſe very moment when he had raiſed 
le. our curioſity, and engaged all our 
he 

is 


19 


ſenſibility. How ſtrange was the 


beginning of his recital !—How _ 
ure i intereſting in its nature II have 


ts, not only to regret his abſence— 
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1 to feel for bis diſtreſſes—to weep 
| over the recollection of them; but 
1 alſo to/trugg/e with my impatience 
"8 almoſt ungovernable, whilſt 1 re- 
PF main unacquainted with the con- 
1 cluſion of his affecting ſtory. IM 
i hope there is {till an hour or two, 
1 before I am called upon to attend 

Madame Tovrville, in which 1 
may give you the reſult of our laſt 
viſit to that moſt excellent of men, 
the Count de Poland. 
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Lou may recollect, Madam, | 
broke off where the Count ſaid he 
would inform us why he fled with 
ſuch precipitancy from the perſon 
whom ghe ties of nature ſeemed 10 
* | | | have 


COUNT DE POLAND. 37 
have intended for his inſeparable 
panied theſe words.—I have al- 


ready (proceeded he) beſpoke your 
patience. You have permitted me 


to ſpeak of events, which hap- 
¶ pened at a period diſtant from the 
Fa adate of my misfortunes ; but from 
WW which the moſt afflicting circum- 
aſt ſtances of my life have, as you 
will perceive, originated. A ſigh 
ſtill deeper than the former eſcaped 
him: a tear ſtole down his pallid 
1 cheek; whilſt for a moment he 
He ſeemed devoted to recollection. 
55 Here was ſomething awfu/ in his 
75 meditation, which it would have 
4 been almoſt ſacrilegious to have 


Vol. II. D diſturbed. 


companion. A deep ſigh accom- 
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diſturbed. We were ſilent ; our 
whole ſouls were fixed upon his 
tooks, his attitude, which were 
alike ſtrikingly pathetic. I have 
faid already, that he was ſeated 
between us on a ſopha, one hand 
he had careleſly laid on Sir Wil- 
liam's ſhoulder ; the other ſerved 
to expreſs even more than ſpeech 
could have conveyed ; it was va- 


riouſly applied, to his 4reaf?, to 


his forehead; it was frequently 
extended with fervor towards that 
Heaven, to which he ſeemed ap- 
pealing as the judge of thoſe heavy 
wrongs by which he was oppreſ- 
ſed. His eyes were often fixed 
on the ground ; and, like a perſon 

weighed 
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which will make my down-hill of 
weighed down by trouble, an in- 
voluntary motion of his foot ſpoke 
the agitation of a ſoul greatly diſ- 
ordered, Such was his intereſt- 
ing figure! He broke the medi- 
tative ſilence: our attention fol- 
lowed him. — The late Duke my 


father, on a viſit he made to your 
L country in the early part of his 
; life, admired, —as who can avoid 
» admiring, —the united charms of 


y mind and perſon which every 
t where diſtinguiſhes the ladies of 
* Britain. Had he kept his atten- 
7 tion within the bounds of ad- 
miration, I ſhould not, at this 
time, have cauſe to deplore a loſs 
D 2 life 
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life rugged, and ftrew with horns 
the priilow of my old age. 


My father's paſſions were by 
nature violent; they were heated 
by youth, and a princely indepen- 
dant fortune; thus ſupported, they 
could not be reſtrained within the 
cold confines of admiration. He 
loved, he adored a young Lady at 
the court of London, of birth, 
beauty, and accompliſhments ; he 


did not ſue in vain; in the courſe 


of fix months, ſhe honoured him 
with her hand, and he brought 
her off in triumph to this country, 
leaving behind him a thouſand 


diſappointed rivals to execrate 


their 
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their own ill fortune, and envy 
the ſucceſſes that had attended 
his purſuits. As my mother was 
born and educated a proteſtant, 
there was no other method of re- 
conciling either herſelf or friends 
to the union, than that common 
one, of entering into articles, by 
which ſhe was allowed the free 
exerciſe of her religion, in which 
ö ſhe was alſo permitted to bring 
: up her daughter; my father re- 
- ſerving the /ame power to himſelf 
1 in regard to the diſpoſal of his 


t ſons. There are few inſtances, I 
's delieve, where a marriage of this 
d 


nature anſwers every expectation 
te of the contracting parties. That 
* D 3 which 
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which took place between my fa- 
ther and mother may be called 
one of the very few exceptions. 
They never found themſelves miſ- 
taken in their calculation of hap- 
pineſs, which, during thirty-five 
years they lived together, never 
ſuffered the /ighteft interruption. 
Alas! it was reſerved for me to 
feel the dire effects of a connection, 
which, I fear, had not received 
the approbation of heaven. Not 
in my oαοαnùt perſon was I to feel 
theſe effects, but in the perſons of 
thoſe to whom Section, as well 
as conſanguinity, had bound me 
with the ſtrongeſt ties. The Duke 
de Oboyne, myſelf, and a ſiſter 

fifteen 


— 


(OS... 
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fifteen years younger than cither, 
were the only fruits of this union. 
The agreement between our pa- 
rents was moſt religiouſly obſerved 
—my mother was the beſt of wo- 
men—we doated on her as much 
as we could have done had ſhe 
been a catholick. She was per- 
mitted by my father to retain a 
chaplain of her own in the family; 
and to their joint care my {er's 
education was intirely ſubmitted. 
This chaplain was a good man, of 
great ſenſe, of an agreeable diſ- 
poſition, prudent, and no inter- 
medler; it is remarkable, that I 
never remember any diſpute or 
coolneſs between the prieſt of 
your 
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your church and the holy father 
appointed inſtructor to the Duke 
and myſelf. Theſe worthy, pious 
men lived more like friends and 
brothers, than men of d:fferent na- 
tions and of different perſuaſions. 
The ſame domeſtic harmony ſub- 
ſiſted thro' our then happy family 
—every heart was replete with the 
tendereſt, the mo/refined of human 
feelings, every boſom glowed with 
duty, love, and benevolence, feel- 
ings which were always ſhewing 
themſelves in our words, our 
looks, our actions. About twelve 
years before the death of my dear 
mother, I underwent a ſevere diſ- 
appointment, that of being unfor- 

tunate 
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tunate in a firſt attachment—l felt 

it ſenſibly I was rather of a ſeri- 
ous turn of mind; and this event 
| having made a deep impreſſion on 


my ſpirits, I reſolved to embrace 


that order with which I am now 
honoured. My friends were averſe . 
to my choice, but their endeavours 
to oppole it were ineffectual; I 
liſtened to their reaſonings,—1I did 
no more than liſten. The remon- 
ſtrances of my father, the intrea- 
ties of my mother, the perſuaſi- 
ons of my brother, all united, 
did not coſt me a pang ſo bitter, 
when obliged to refuſe them, as 
did the tear, the agonies of my 
little ſiſter, on being told the re- 

ſolution 
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ſolution I had taken. Maria, 
though hardly twelve years old, 
was at that early age, my dear 
Lady Edgerton, alive to all the 
amiable ſenſibility of your ſex ; 
ſhe was mature in all the ſtrength 
of judgement ſome men have with 
vain partiality arrogated to our ſex; 
yet her tears I could withſtand ; 
my God! with what d:ficulty 
could I withſtand them II hug- 
ged the pleading charmer to my 


boſom ; the was always the darling | 


of my heart, but from that mo- 
ment my own ſoul was not dearer 


to me than was my Maria. I will 


avoid being tedious in this part 
of my narrative, and inform you, 


that 
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that when we loſt the beſt of mo- 
thers, my ſweat girl was turned 
of ninetenn, beautiful as an angel; 
miſtreſs of every female accom- 
pliſhment ; in all reſpects ſo eſti- 
mable, that I gloried in my fiſter. 
Her alliance was ſought after by 
numerous competitors ; ſhe de- 
clined them all; her motives were 
gueſſed at; but my father, who 
loved her as well .or better than 
either of his ſons, would not in- 
terfere with his authority to force 
her inclinations; and the ill ſtate 
of health ſhe fell into, upon the 
death of my mother, threatening 
a conſumption, put an entire ſtop 
to all ſolicitations on that head. 

About 


*% 
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About this time, my duty called 
me from home; my abſence 1 
knew could not be for leſs than 
two years—it might be longer. 
The victim extended on the rack, 
the inner deſpaiting of mercy, 
could know no tortures, experi- 
ence no agonies, ſeverer than thoſe 
by which I was aſſailed in taking 
leave of Maria, preparative to my 
expedition. The tears that fell 
from her eyes, her emaciated per- 
ſon, her pale countenance, all 
ſeemed to tell me, as I held her 
to my heart, that this would be a 
Taft embrace. With what reluc- 
tance, with what horror, did I oh 
tear myſelf from the arms of this \ 
dear, 
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dear, this Ma creature! I 
felt a preſentiment—it was not the 
foreboding of her death; it was the 
ominous prediction of her mig 
Leun. 


# « &4. &. 


I had 1 left Denis three 
months, when the late Duke my 
father paid the common debt of na- 
ture, and ſoon after his interment 
my brother married. 'The Lady 
of bis choice was young, rich, 
handſome, well- born, and highly 
accompliſhed; ſhe had many 
mental perfections, but too often 
thoſe perfections were obſcured 
by bigotry. The violence with 
which ſhe was attached to the re- 
Vol. II. E ligion 
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kgion of this country, I muſt, 
though a Catholick, and I hope 
not altogether an unworthy mem- 
ber of our holy church, I uf, I 
ever ſball, condemn; becauſe from 
this violence of the Ducheſs has 
proceeded all my affhiQtions: : am I 
not therefore intitled to call it bi- 
gotry? Perhaps it would be 
| dangerous, I know it would be 
diſgraceful, for me to utter opi- 
nions like theſe to any but the 
friends I now ſpeak before. An 
enthuſiaſt would ſay they were in- 
conſiſtent with my order, and de- 
rogatory to my character. To you 
I will confeſs more; I will own 
my ſoul free from thoſe prejudices 

by 
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by which - moſt of my perſuaſion 
are. enflaved. I am ſteadily ed 
in my own principles; I will carry 
them unſhaken to my grave. Iam 
convinced our religion is the 65, 
the i), the puref, of all reli- 
gions; but I am no bigot. Thoſe 
I have mot fondly loved have been 
proteſtants ; God forbid, for their 


dear ſakes, I ſhould harbour ſuch 
a tormenting thought in my bo- 


ſom, that divine mercy ſhall not 
be extended to bem with the ſame 
plenitude in which we expect to 


receive it, Theſe have ever been 


of a friendſhip with Sir William 
and Lady Edgerton has confirmed 
me in them Oh, 
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Oh, my deareſt mother ! what 
a chen man is the Count de 
Poland! We could not ſpeak our 
thanks: We. looked at him, we 

looked at each other, as if it had 
been an deere that addreſſed us. 

1 diſtrefs you, my - ha 
(continued he) Hearts like yours 
muſt ſubmit to pay the heavy tax 
which too much ſuſceptibility 
impoſes. . Forgive the pain I may 
yet occaſion you; ſuppreſs your 
emotions of pity; reſtrain your | 
tears of compaſſion ; keep them 

| for a recital which will engage 
| them all. The fortune my father 
| bequeathed Maria was much leſs 

than ? 
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than what I expected he would 
have done; it was not enough to 
ſupport nobility ;—it was only 
ſuticient to place her above de- 
pendance. As my inheritance 
was conſiderable, I refolved at 
my return to make up the defict- 
ency.; I even rejoiced to have an 
opportunity of ſhewing. her, by 
more than words, the ſtrength of 
my affection. My father's motive 
for ſo partialadiftribution appeared 
to me unaccountably myſterious. 
Maria his favourite child! yet give 
her ſo ſinall a proportion of his im- 
menſe poſſeſſions. How was this 
to be reconciled to his avowed 
partiality ? There is but one way 
KJ of 
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of reconciling it :—perhaps, on 
finding her invinciby reſolved to 
refuſe an eſtabliſhment in this 
country, he foreſaw ſhe would 
probably form a connection with 
ſome proteſtant family, and did 

not chuſe his riches. ſhould be 
carried from his own nation. Be 
this as it may, in loſing him, ſhe 
loſt an indulgent father, a kind 
friend; I may add too, in him 
ſhe loſt her only protector, of 


which ſad truth I am going to 


convince you. 


My brother had no ſooner 
brought home his Dutcheſs than, 
under the mat of tenderneſs, and 
from 
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from a pretended great regard to 
the eternal welfare of my angel 
filter, ſhe began to exert an au- 
thority over her in ſuch matters 
where ſhe was not even intitled 
to adviſe. Thoſe privileges, in 
which my father had allowed 
Maria, were complained of by 
her neu ſiſter, as prejudicial to the 
true intereſt of her ſoul. By de- 
grees, the was reſtrained in all 
thoſe privileges; and, at laſt, the 
hand of tyranny was ſo far exerted 
over her, that the worthy prieſt, 
who had a principal ſhare in her: 
education, was not only diſmiſſed 
the family, but ordered, under 
pain of perpetual impriſonment, 
ml | ”"W 
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to leave France within the ſpace 
of ſix days. This was a ſhock 
too great for my gentle ſiſter to 
receive with her accuſtomed pati- 
ence. She reſented the indignity 
offered her good paſtor with un- 
uſual. ſpirit: She remonſtrated 
with my brother in ſuch warm 
terms on the cruelty practiſed to- 

wards her, that he, who formerly 
loved her with the greateſt fond- 
neſs, might have relented, had 
not my too rigid fiſter- in- lavv, 
with a miſtaken zeal; (I doher the 
juſtice to believe ſhe acted from 
no worſe motive) ſupported: him 
in his expiring oppoſition, from 
which tune he purſued her with 


unremitting 
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unremitting obſtinacy. It is im- 
poſſible I ſhould explain to you 
every particular of the perſecutions 
ſhe afterwards underwent. I ſhall 
only inform you, in general, they 
were ſo intolerable that, at length 
tired out with threats, wearied 
with importunities, afraid ſperior 
authority would interpoſe, (which 
ſhe was aſſured by the Duke 
would be his 22 refource) and to 
ſecure herſelf in the quiet poſſeſ- 
fion of thoſe principles ſhe had 
imbibed from her mother, ſhe 
fled to England, without appri- 


| ſing my brother or his wife of her 


intentions. This unfortunate af- 
fair happened about nine months 
after 


after my departure from France. 
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The Duke wrote to me, com- 
plaining of Maria, and of the 
ſtrange ſtep ſhe had taken, at the 
ſame time declaring he would 
never more trouble himſelf about a 


girl ſo headſtrong fo unmanage- 
able; that nothing ſhould never 


tempt him to ſee or hear from her 
again. He concluded with tell- 


ing me, he had tranſmitted her 


fortune to a banker in London, 
and had wrote to a relation of her | 


mother's, with whom he made no 


doubt the little heretic would ſhel- 
ter herſelf, where and of whom 
ſhe. might receive it. The con- 
tents of this letter afflicted me be- 

 yond 
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yond meaſure. I could under- 
ſtand by the terms of paſſion in 
which they were-conceived, that 
the Duke's affections were entirely 
eſtranged from his once beloved 


| ſiſter. It was a long time before 


the particulars I have juſt related 
came to my- knowledge. Even 
before J knew them, my heart, 
my reaſon, told me ſome arts had 
been practiſed to occaſion. a turn 
ſo unfavourable in his ſentiments, 
ſo different from thoſe T had ever 
known him entertain. Inſtead of 


| two years, which was the time I. 


expected I ſhould be abſent from 
my family, it was near four be- 
fore I returned to them. The 

Duke 


—— 
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Duke received me with his ac- 
cuſtomed warmth, whilſt the 
Ducheſs embraced me with more 
than politeneſs; and aſſured me, 
with the moſt. infinuating grace, | 

that my preſence was dear to 
them. -I was not ſo much elated 
by this flattering reception as for 
a moment to make me forget the 


Intereſt of my deareſt fiſter. I had 


ſcarcely anſwered their enquiries 
about my health, before I eagerly 


_ aſked after my Maria; and faid, 


I hoped the breach which had 
cauſed me the moſt poignant ſor- 
row was by this time healed effec- 


tually, and that I ſhould have the 


happineſs of finding all my affec- 


tionate 
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nate relations linked together in 
the ſame cordial chain of tender- 
neſs in which I left them. - Both 


= heſitated. 1 watched the counte- 


nances of bt,; I thought I ſaw 
in both conſcious ſenſibility. The 
Ducheſs was filent :—I looked 
piercingly at her—a tear ſtood in 
her eye—tſhe turned from me to 
hide the viſible concern ſhe was 
under. My brother affected a 
ſternneſs, which I was pleaſed to 
obſerve did not proceed from a 
heart 8 diſpleaſure; it 


was but affected; his looks ſpoke 


what a ſigh he could net ſuppreſs 


evidently contradicted. —1I thought 
Count, replied he, (rather ſullen- 
Vol. II. F ly) 
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1y) I thought you had fully com- 
prehended what terms we were 
upon with that fooliſh, ungrate- 
ful, obſtinate girl : how could you 
poſſibly expect a reconciliation ? 
She is too proud to court it. She 
might have obtained fit upon the 
eaſy conditions of becoming a ca- 
tholick, but from the accounts I | I 
have tranſmitted yyu—you had no 
reaſon to ſuppoſe ſhe would accept 
thoſe conditions. I have cauſe to 
imagine, (added he) that ſhe has 
ſmarted for her perverſeneſs, and 
that ſhe would ow be glad to re- 
linquiſh her heretical opinions.— 
But who, my Lord, (interrupting 
him warmly) who has a right to 

compel 
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compel or even perſuade her to re- 
8 linquiſh them? Wort ier brother, 
= /urcly. When a parent gives up his 
W ſuperior authority, ſhall wearrogate 
to ourſelves a prerogative never by 
him aſſerted? Shall we, ought 
we to act in direct oppoſition to 
what we know he not only allow- 
ed but protected ? 


The Duke was going to reply. 

J prevented him, and proceeded: 
Pardon me, my Lord, I fee and 
 tighly diſapprove the methods 
which have been taken to bring 
back our amiable ſiſter to the bo- 
ſom of the true church. Had 
the been left to the workings of 
"7 2 her 


el 
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her own reaſon, which was ſtrong 
above her years—above” her ſex, 
God in his infinite goodneſs might 
have reſtored her to his /o/y con- 
gregation ; we ſhould at aft have 
had this bleſſing in our conſtant 
view, as long as by our mild in- 
dulgence we could have prevailed 
on her to live amongſt us. Our 
example, our inſtruction, might, 
in time, have gratified the moſt 
ſanguine wiſhes of our hearts. 
Brother, replied the Duke, with an 
air of impatience,. you oblige me 
to tell you I did not expect to find 
a dictator in the Count de Poland. 
I thought you my friend, the 
friend who ſhould approve rather 

| | than 
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thancondemn my conduct.— Alas! 
my Lord, I wiſh I could approve 
it in this reſpect, as I have done 
every other action of your life. — 
For ſhame, Count, is this pro- 
per language; are theſs proper 
ſentiments, for a Knight of your 

| honourable religious order? Can 
you ſo far forget the gnity of your 
character, as openly to eſpouſe a 
leretie that heretic a ſiſter the 
avoted favourite of your heart 
whom, by obſerving certain mea- 
| ſures, it is yet pgſibie to ſave from 


perdition. 


We had entered into an argu- 


— | 
Y ment, which neither could ſup- 
„ port 
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port with temper. The further 
particulars I-ſhall paſs over: it is 
ſufficient that I tell you we parted, 
though not in ab/o/ute anger, on 
much worſe terms than we had 
met.— In this interview with the 
Duke, I had gathered all the in- 
telligence he could give me regard- 
ing my poor Maria. It amounted. 
to no more than this: he had 
heard (he ſaid) from report, that ſhe 
was married, but married unhap- 
pily; and though he had taken 
ſome pains to enquire with more 
certainty, he could not learn her 
exact ſituation, or in what part of 
England ſhe reſided. Grieved at 
the intelligence I had received of 

her 
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her being married — unhappily 
married; diflatisfied at the limited 
information I had collected; in a 
ſtate of ſuſpenſe and anxiety, I 
reſolved to ſeek out my dear fugi- 
tive. I had no ſooner formed this 
reſolution, than I ſet about exe- 
cuting my deſign; I ordered-poſt- 
horſes, and, in leſs than an hour 
after I had parted. from the Duke, 
I was on my road to Calais. The 
Packet was juſt failed. How te- 
dious were thoſe hours I ſpent in 
waiting! I ſecured my paſſage the 
next day for Dover, from whence 
I proceeded to London with ea- 
gerneſs not to be deſcribed. Be- 
ing quite a ſtranger at that time to 
your 
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your cuſtoms and manners, with 
no other than a very confined 
knowledge of the language, I 
found: myſelf greatly at a loſs how 
to forward thoſe enquiries that a- 
lone could relieve: the intolerable 
ſuſpenſe under which I laboured.. 
J recollected the banker's name 
was Jamęſon, to whom my bro- 
ther had remitted; Marius fortune, 
and being informed he lived in 
the city, I haſtened to him with- 
out once conſidering, that: ſome 
refreſhment was neceſſary after 
the fatigues L had undergone. 
The information I got: from this 
perſon added to the diſtreſſes of 
my ſituation. From im I learnt, 
that 
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: that he had paid the ſum of five | 
thouſand pounds, with which he 
was intruſted by the Duke ade 
Oboyne, into her own hands, at 
the houſe of a Counteſs Dowager 
in Bernard-fireet, whoſe name he 
mentioned. As this lady was of my 
mother's family, and abuſed the 
confidence of my ſiſter when ſhe 
flew to her protection; as ſhe de- 
ſerted her in the moſt trying af- 
fictions woman ever ſtruggled 
with, I muſt, for 7heſe reaſons, 
be allowed to. conceal, even from 
ou, the title her inhumanity diſ- 
graced. —The banker aſſured me, 
that from the time he ſettled his 
accounts with my ſiſter, in pre- 
ſence 
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ſence of this lady, he had never 
ſeen her, but that he was afraid 
ſhe ſtood in great need of confo- 
lation. Theſe words threw me 
into ſuch agitation, as did not 
eſcape his notice. He ſtopped: 
I begged him to proceed. He 
could not reſiſt my importunities. 
I urged to be made acquainted with 
all he had heard concerning her, 
which he appeared inclined to ſup- 
preſs from motives that did him 
honour. Obſerving me weak, en- 
feebled, almoſt fainting beneath 
the united ſhocks of grief, of ſuſ- 
penſe, of apprehenſions, before he 
would conſent to gratify my foli- 
citations, he obliged me to fubmit 

| ta 
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to his friendly intreaties. Wine 
and biſcuits were produced; I 


| ſwallowed a little of each, which 


enabled me the better to ſupport 


_ myſelf in the heart-rending reci- 


tal he had to deliver. For the 
ſake of brevity, I ſhall not parti- 
cularize what I learnt from this 
quarter. Mr. Jameſon ſpoke with 
no certainty. Common report had 
been his informer. Alas! tocom- 
plete my woe, common report on 
this occaſion had turned out of its 
beaten track, and approached too 
near on the confines of truth. 
The ſhort hiſtory I am going to 
relate of my Maria, I afterwards 


collected, partly from the ſer- 


vant 


my 
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vant who attended her, and partly 
from a letter written by herſelf — 
written in the mat melancholy pe- 
riod of her life—delivered to me 
in the gloomieſt hour of my own. 
This dear, this beloved ſiſter, in fix 
months after ſhe had been driven 
from her native country, beſtowed 
herſelf on the ſecond ſon of a no- 
bleman, more remarkable for the 
antiquity of his. houſe, than for 
the ſplendor of his fortunes. In 
ſhort, Maria's huſband had a mere 
trifle to depend on—his poſſeſ- 
ſions were almoſt ideal—he had 
expectations from men in power 
—he had no more than expecta- 
tions; but his perſon was fine; 

his 
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his addreſs uncommonly pleaſing ; 
his education and accompliſinnents 


gained him univerſal admiration. 
Such as I have deſcribed him, no 
wonder my poor girl's affections 
were ſacrificed to his aſſiduities. 
It was a /ove match; and if pru- 
dence had been numbered with his 
other acquirements, it might have 
been a happy one. Alas! it was 
quite the reverſe how ſhould he 
know any thing of prudence; he 
had never been acquainted even 
with moderation. My ſiſter, for 
want of friends who could or 
would adviſe her, followed the in- 


ſtigations of her own generous 


diſpoſition ; it was blameable, but 
. it 
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it was generous; where ſhe gave 
herſelf, ſhe gave her fortune with- 
out reſtriction. Her huſband ado- 
red her—his family reſpeFed her; 
that is, they reſpected her as long 
as ſhe wanted neither the aſſiſtance 
of their purſe or intereſt; her 
ſmiles were courted by a train of 


_ Paraſites, who called themſelves 


her friends, and a flattering world 
exalted the greatneſs of her virtue, 
the ſuperiority of her underſtand- 
ing, the charms ef her perſon, 
even beyond the ſtandard of per- 
fection—an imaginary fandard, to 
which no mortal ever yet arrived, 
but to which ſhe certainly came 
theneareſt poſſibility would admit. 

The 
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The tear you ſee me let fall at 
the diſtance of nineteen years may 
witneſs to the truth of my aſſer- 
tion. 


It was not a Angle tear, my dear 
mother, that the Count beſtowed 
to the memory of his beloved ſiſ- 
ter—it was followed by another, 
another, and another—his voice 
faultered; he ſeemed nearly ſuffo- 
cated by the ſuppreſſion of tender 
feelings, almoſt too great for u- 
man nature to ſupport. I longed 
to hear more, but my regard for 
his repoſe was ſo much ſtronger 
than my curioſity, that I even 
withed Sir William might ſuc- 

G 2 ceed, 
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ceed, when he preſſed him to defer 
the continuation of his narrative. 


No, replied our noble-minded 
Count, the uncertainty of hen 
or where our next meeting may be, 
obliges me to diſpute your kind 
commands, I have told you, 
(added he, half-ſmiling) it is the 
privilege of the unfortunate to 
ſhare hs troubles with a friend—a 
friend who will indulge him in 
the free diſcloſure of them—it is 
his higheſt—his ſupremeſt privilege 
—ſuch an indulgence might be 
called the regale of ſouls ; to my 
foul it is a cordial of the moſt 
healing nature. What 1s ſpeech, 

| but 
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but a channel through which we 
convey the over-flowing of our 


thoughts? - Joy or grief are aug- 
mented or decreaſed by participa- 


tion; ſhall we not call it a fortu- 
nate circumſtance, when an op- 


portunity permits us to diveſt our- 
ſelves in part of thoſe diſcontents 


we have induſtriouſly hoarded.. 
Suffer me to proceed. Believe me, 
Sir William, believe me, Lady 


Edgerton, were I never more to 
ſpeak upon the ſubje& that en- 
gages your attention, whilſt I re- 
tain the powers of recollection, 
my griefs would be doubled by 
filence, Some months after my 


fiſter's marriage, nothing went 


G 3 wrong, 
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wrong, every thing contributed 


to make her bleſs the hour ſhe 
gave her hand to Mr. Newton-—a 
man whoſe ſo/e ſtudy was evident- 
ly devoted to make her pleaſed 
with her fate, though not to 
make that fate a happy one. I 
have told you his fault—extra- 
vagance' is a fault, of all others 
the moſt pernicious in its conſe- 
quences—how fatal to himſelf— 
how fatal to my ſiſter he did not 
conſider what he could — to 
ſpend—how to ſpend alone em- 

ployed his thoughts in the ar- 
rangement of his pleaſures. That 
he doated on his wife is true; but 


whilſt he inihed on her profe/- 


foons 
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int of love, her little fortune 


melted at the table, waſted in a- 
muſements, and was ſquandered 
away in ſhow, and equipage. She 
ſaw, but could not prevent, the ruin 
that approached them. When- 
ever ſhe prudently fignified her 
apprehenſions to Mr. Newton, he 
quieted thoſe apprehenſions by 
aſſurances of his being promiſed 
an honourable and lucrative em- 
ploy by the Miniſter. I con- 


feſs, he would ſay to her, we live 


rather too genteelly for our pre- 
ſent income; but this appearance 
is abſolutely neceſſary; make your- 
ſelf eaſy, my love; the place I am 
promiſed is. a certainty and a va- 

| cancy 
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- eancy is hourly expected. What 


could ſhe do? Fed with theſe 
airy hopes, ſhe ſubmitted to the 
will of her huſband, yoga not 
without rar 


At the ae two years their 
money was all ſpent, beſides which, 
he had contracted debts to a vaſt 
amount. The hour at length ar- 
rived when neceſſity obliged them 
to retrench, and the keen- eyed 
world ſaw neceſſity through the 
veil by which he ſtill endeavoured 
to conceal her from its obferva- 
tion. His acquaintance and her's 
began to fall off; even their rela- 


tions forſook them. But ſtill the 
Miniſter 
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Miniſter promiſed. Another ſix 
months paſſed away; and my in- 1 
fatuated brother-in-law dreamt on 7 
of preferment, — but ſoon the in- 
ſults he perſonaliy received, and 
thoſe heaped upon his wife, awa- 
kened him to a full ſenſe of his 
miſconduct. Their door, which 
was before crouded with carriages, 
now needed no porter to give a 
ready entrance to the followers of 
fortune. Fortune had left their | 
dwelling, and her votaries pur- i 
ſued her to her favourite habita- 
4 tions. A few amongſt the num- 


— , ME. cron 


4 ber of their former viſitors, and 
p thoſe few only from motives of 


4 * bent their altered looks 


towards 
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towards the windows as they paſſod 
that houſe to which a ſhort: time 
before they thought it an honour 
to be admitted the generality 


turned their heads another way, 


as if poverty had been an infectious 
diſeaſe, to be taken in even at 
the N 6 5805 


M oor Maria ſaw theſe fall 
#gs of ina more favourable light; 
ſhe formed excuſes for her fiends, 


a title they had taken no ſmall 


Pains to acquire from her inno- 


cerice and fimplicity—ſhe went ſo 


far as to make a thouſand excuſes 
for their omiſſions —ſhe would not 
even in imagination accuſe them 
of 


r 
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of more than omiſſion. One morn- 


ing, having ordered her chariot, 
ſhe good-naturedly reſolved to give 
them an opportunity of expreſſ- 
ing their concern for any appear- 
ance of neglect they might inad- 
vertently have committed; and at 
the ſame time to convince them 
their behaviour had not been taken 


fo ill as they had reaſon to expect. 


Full of this benevolent deſign, 
ſhe drove from door to door, but 
was no where admitted; me were 
abroad me engaged —ſome in- 
diſpoſed. One lady had the ef- 
frontery to ſpeak loud enough to 
reach my ſiſter's ear, (after leaving 
the carriage, on being told ſne was 
at 
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at home) ſhe. even ſcreamed out to 
her ſervant to run and contradict 
the porter's orders, for that ſhe 
had changed her mind, and would 
fee no company. This was the 
very woman, under whoſe wing 
Maria fought a ſhelter when dri- 
ven by the perſecutions of a bro- 
ther from her natal kingdom 
that very Counteſs, whom I have 
mentioned once before. 


My dear Maria returned home, 
heart- ſtricken with the diſappoint- 
ment ſhe had encountered the flat- 
tering deceptions with which ſhe 


amuſed herſelf were all vaniſhed ; 


ſhe now for the firſt time ſaw what 
EC 
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is called the great world in its true 
colours; it was no longer var- 


niſned over with the nile of trea- 


cher Ya pt Deſpiſed, neglected, in- 
ſulted, ſhe entered her own apart- 
ment; flung herſelf on a chair, 
and, burſting into a violent flood 
of tears, lamented the humiliating 
condition to which ſhe was redu- 
ced. In this fituation her huſ- 
band ſurprized her. She flarted 
at his preſence ; ſhe wiped the 
tears haſtily from her cheeks, ſhe 
ſtrove by an afumed look of. chear- 
fulneſs to hide the traces of that 
melancholy by which the was de- 
voured ; ſhe was no adept in the 
ſets! of art—1t was the firſt time 
ſhe had attempted to act the hy- 

Vel. U. K pocrite 
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pocrite—ſhe acted it ſo awkward- 
ly ow that it could not anſwer 


che defign the propoſed. Her 
| huſband caught her to his boſom; 


he 1nfted on knowing what new 
vexation had happened to afflict 
her. She idolized her huſband ; 
it was not in her power to reſiſt 
his importunities ; ſhe related the 
events of her morning excurſion ; 
but in relating, ſhe endeavoured 


to ſoften them, to ſpare him part 


of that mortification ſhe knew he 
would fuffer on her account more 
than on his own. He heard her 
with emotions not to be deſcribed 
— in the rage of paſſion he curſed 
the world, and imprecated ven- 
geance on his own follies. The 

agonies 


CS 
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agonies with which his counte- 
nance was diſtorted, together with 
the horrid expreſſions he had ut- 
tered, produced ſuch an effect on 
her already depreſſed ſpirits, that 
ſhe muſt have fallen to the ground, 
had he not flown to her ſupport. 
The moment ſhe was a little re- 


covered, he called for his hat and 


ſword. My life, my ſoul, (ſaid 
he) can you forgive the vretcl. 
who has undone you? Her dove- 


like eyes, ſwimming in tears, were 


lifted to his face; ſhe preſſed his 
hand to her lips; ſhe tried to 
ſpeak, but could not articulate. 


A fervant entering. left what his 


maſter called for, and retired. 1 


ſee, my angel, continued he, as 


Th ſoon 


He then buckled on his ſword; 
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ſoon as they were alone, I ſee 


you have forgiven - your 7mpru- 


dent, your miſerable 'huſband/—— 


ſuch. goodneſs as thine muſt be 


the peculiar care of Heaven; for 


thy ſake I may yet be happy. 1 
have juſt heard Lord COC is 
dead, whoſe place I am promiſed 
by the Miniſter—lI go to him, my 


love; never - ever will I return, 


but to bring you comfort in the 


mean time, ſuffer, I beſeech you, 
no tormenting fears to diſturb 


your peace—[I go with the reſo- 
lution of not being refuſed. Her 


ſpirits were revived by this gleam 


of conſolation, and ſnhe promiſed 
to ſupport them in his abſence. 


his 


11s 
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his hand trembled with cagerneſs, 
he embraced her fervently, and 
with an air which had more in it 
of deſpair than hope, he: »»/hed 
6ut of the houſe... Frue, he had 
heard the perſon he was to ſucceed 
died the day before, but he was 
lkewiſe told by the friend who 
informed him of Lord C——8 
death, that his elder brother then 
abroad upon his travels, by the 
machinations of their. father, way 
pointed to the poſt on which his 
only hope depended—his laſt poor 
bope.. This accounts for the vio- 
lence of his agitations, on finding 
his wife in. the fituation I haye de- 
ſcribed; and. when he ſaid hge 
would not return but to bring her 

H 3 comfort, 
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comfort, he ſpoke with certarnty. 
He went to the Miniſter's—he 
had his audience—his brother's 
name was actualhy enrolled on that 
very proſtituted commiſſion, which 
for two years had fed the expec- 
tations of a deluded, wretched, vic- 
tim. He was ſeen to come out of 
this great Man's houſe ftrangely 
diſordered ; his waiſtcoat torn 
open; his hair diſhevelled; his 
poor devoted head uncovered. Gueſs 
the conſeqnences of this fatal blow 
I cannot explain them thank 
the Almighty, in France we fly 
not to ſuch ſpeedy methods of end- 
ing our misfortunes.—As the 
Count ſaid this, he aroſe, and left 
the room: but returned in a few 

| moments, 
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moments, more compoſed in his 


appearance. Pardon me, my dear 


friends, (ſaid he) the liberty I 
have taken in withdrawing my- 
ſelf from you; there are ſome 
feelings with P we can com- 
bat 1 in 3 « A624} 


[ 
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: have looked at my watch, and 
find it time to prepare for my at- 
tending Madame Tourvillè to the 


Rooms I would not have her call 


upon me before I am Pa to re- 
ceive her. Th | 


IN CONTINUATION. 


I ham never long at my toilet. 


I have now, 7 dear Madam, uſed 
more 
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more than eommon expedition. 
I hope my diligence will be re- 
warded with half an hour to pur- 
ſue the ſubject which alone en- 
groſſes my attention. For a mo- 
ment forget me; the Count again 
ſpeaks; what could I ſay, that 
would repay. you. for his ſilence? 


7 By the prudent management of 
thoſe people about my dear ſiſter, 
ſhe never knew the manner in 
iftence he had not fortitude to 
ſupport. She was kindly miſled 
— She was perſuaded into a belief 
that a fit of apoplexy had ſeized 
him in the ſtreet, 'and that he ex- 
Pired ſuddenly. It was not diffi- 

cult 
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cult to impoſe a more unlikely 
fable than this on the poor diſ- 
tracted creature, who loſt her 
ſenſes almoſt the moment his death 
was announced, though broke to 
her in the gentleſt terms imagina- 
ble; it was too much for her rea- 
ſon to ſupport the diſcloſure of 
this event; a ſad - ſad office de- 
volved on a faithful ſervant, who 
from this kingdom had followed 
her miſtreſs to England ;—I ſhall 
by and by ſpeak more at large of 
her worth. Maria continued in a 
ſtate of inſanity a month and five 
days, at the end of which time, 
her reaſon began to dawn; but as 
that gained ſtrength, her health 
decayed in proportion. 
55 I have 
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J have told you her huſband 
owed vaſt ſums. The creditors 


came in upon his effects, and, to 
complete her fufferings, the was 


ſeven months gone with child. 
In this condition, rather than ap- 
ply to the Duke de Oboyne, from 
whom ſhe expected nothing but 
ſevere reproaches, and, what ſhe 
dreaded ſtill more, a renewal of 
his former perſecutions; not know- 


ing when I might return from my 


expedition, and above applying to 


a world of whoſe inhumanity ſhe 


was but too well convinced, ſhe 
had taken ſhelter in an obſcure 
corner of the town, where, but 
for the directing land of provi- 
"_ by never could have di ſco- 

vered 
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vered the amiable ſufferer. It was 
from the banker I learnt, that her 
huſband was dead, and the manner 
of his death, which was after- 
wards confirmed to me by her ſer- 
vant Annanette, with many of 
thoſe particulars J have n been 
e | 


I took the banker's direction to 
the Counteſs Dowager, concluding, 
as I knew not then on what terms 
they ſtood, that at her houſe TI 
could not fail of an information 
where to find the object of my 
purſuit, I did notloſe a moment 
in executing my deſign, I hur- 
ried to this deteſtable relation, un- 
acquainted with her treachery, 1 

| {ent 
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ſent up my name. My name 
gained me immediate admittance 
to the preſence of that cruel, 
haugbty woman. The reception 
ſhe gave me, I ſuppoſe, was the 
ſame with which ſhe honours thoſe 
of her family whoſe ſtations are 
not inferior to her own—it was 
abundantly gracious ; and ſhe ap- 
peared to enjoy perfect harmony 
of ſpirits, till I began my impa- 
tient enquiries, She imagined, 
no doubt, my ſentiments in regard 
to Maria were exactly ſimilar to 
thoſe of the Duke de Oboyne ; that, 
like him, I had thrown her from 
my heart, and was indifferent to 
her fate; but in leſs than a quar» 
ter of an hour, he ditcovered ber 
miſtake, 
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miſtake, and I the true character 


of the Counteſs. She was covered 
with confuſion, when I told her, 
in a reſolute tone, that at her 
hands I required a ſiſter, who, I 
well knew, had flown to her for 
protection a ſiſter dearer to me 


than life —a ſiſter on whom I 


deated to madneſs. I am ſorry, 


my Lord, returned ſhe with an 
imperious air, that I cannot ſa- 


tisfy your abrupt—let me add 
(her colour heightening with in- 
dignation) your . mannered de- 
mand—lI expected more civility 
from the ſon of my aunt, and 
from a French gentleman of your 


diſtinction.— Afraid, if I betrayed 
all the warmta 1 felt, I might fill 


ol, TE. 1 remain 


$-- 
2 
+ a= 


RY 


— ry bs 
" - 4 
3 ** 2, fg rr 2 —— —»——. 4ͤ ee aan — ti 7 — 
CES A * 2 — ww . . 


98 - COUNT DE POLAND, 


remain ignorant of my ſiſter's re- 


fidence; I ſuppreſſed my reſent- 


ment, and, to obtain my point, 
for once offered a ſacrifice to pride. 
My condeſcenfion anſwered the 
end T propoſed by it—it made my 
peace with the | Counteſs. —I 
thought I had gained much, but 
I was too fanguine. I beſought 
her'to inform me where I might 
find Maria; her anſwer follows : 


Pardon me, my Lord, I know 


no more of Mrs. Newton's affairs 
than all the world are acquainted 
with—her 7mprudent marriage, and 
the conſequence of her huſband's 
extravagance. But ſurely, Ma- 
dam, you can inform me where ſhe 
is to be found; it is that informa- 
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tion only I intreat from you. No, 


really, my Lord, I cannot inform 
you; perhaps Lady L——, Lady 
G „ Lady, S——, or Lady 
M „ may be able to give you 


this information. —For Mrs. New- 


ton's own ſake, (added ſhe with a 
{neer) I hope the has not behaved 
with the ſame ingratitude to all 
her friends, that ſhe has done to 
me,—My ſiſter ungrateful, Ma- 
dam! — es, my Lord, (inter- 
rupting me) can I call ber leſs 
than ungrateful? Your ſiſter has 
long dropped my protection. She 
has even treated me with neglect 
—ſhe has never called at my door, 


or by a meſſage informed herſelf 


of my health. I pity her misfor- 
IEC? 12 tunes; 
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tunes; and if your Lordſhip were 
to requeſt it, I think T might be 
prevailed on to receive her once 
more as my relation. Ws 


I kriew ingratitude was repug- 
nant to the nature of my Maria; 
but as I could not then contradict 
this woman's aſſertions, I contented 
myſelf with cooly thanking her 
for the honour ſhe did me; and 
defired to know where thoſe ladies 
lived whom it was poſſible were 
ſtill the friends of my fiſter. This 
favour ſhe did not refuſe me—ſhe 
gave me a written direction to their 
houſes, and after receiving from 
her ladyſhip a preſſing invitation 
to > make one in her Sunday's party 

. whilſt 
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whilſt I ſtayed in town, I ended 
a viſit which had ſo little anſwered 
the purpoſes of my heart. I will 
not trouble you with the further 
ill ſucceſs that attended my en- 
quiries. I received nearly the 
ſame anſwer from every other lady, 
to whom my application was di- 
rected, as I had done from the 
Counteſs. With a body harraſſed 


by fatigue, a mind poſſeſſed by 


deſpair, I returned to my Hotel in 
a capital ſtreet near the court; 


where I was confined to my bed 
three days by a fever that threa- 
tened my diſſolution; at the end 
of that time its violence abated, 
and, when I had recovered ſtrength 
n Linſiſted on going abroad 
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in oppoſition to all the arguments 


my phyſician could advance, who 
aſſured me ſuch a ſtep would en- 
danger my life. I knew my own 
feelings better than he did. To 
have reſtrained the impetuoſity by 
which I was conſuming, whilſt 
in doubt of my ſiſter's fate, would 
certainly be more diſadvantageous 
to my health than any riſk I could 
tun in venturing to act againſt his 
opinion. 1 had hired' a carriage 
on my arrival, which I now or- 
dered to be got ready with all poſ- 
fible expedition] intended to 
have gone to the banker from 
whom I had my firſt intelligence 
my plan was to have adviſed a- 
gain with him, and to engage his 

aſſiſtance 
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aſſiſtance in my purſuit. The fel- 
low who' drove me, having forgot 1 
the direction I had given him to if 
Mr. Jameſon s, ſtopped at the [i 
corner of a little obſcure ſtreet; | : 
where getting off his box, he 1 
came to the ſide of the carriage. | (| 
At this time we were near. the » 
door of a paſtry-cook's ſhop, and 4 
as I put my head out to renew his 
directions, a female voice ſcream< 1 
ed from within, the Count d Po- | | 
land] the Count de Poland! In my | 
then weak, languid frame of mind | | 
and body, it is ſtrange—it is i 
wonderful—the ſurprize I felt had 1 
not deprived me of all powers; | ) 
its operation had a different ef- 1 
fect; my faculties were not ſuſ- | 
pended— 
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pended—it was an electrical touch. 
and fympethy told me my ſearch was 
at an end. Inſtantaneouſly.I ex- 
erted all my ſtrength, and with ane 
effort of my knee, forced myſelſ 
a paſſage, and burſt into the ſhop 
from whence the ſcream had if- 
ſued. Here 1 found Annanette, 
the faithful Aunanette, ſupported 
by two people, who had imagined 
her to be ſeized with a ſudden fit 


of phrenſy, ſhe ſtruggling to tear 


herſelf from their hold. My joy 
was ſo great, that puſhing the 


man and woman aſide who ob- 


ſtructed her, I took the honeſt 
creature in my arms, and with- 
out knowing what I ſaid what 
I did—cried out carry me to her 

| —Where 
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—where is ſhe—your miſtreſs !— 
your miſtreſs carry me to her! 
Annanette, whoſe'emotions were 
nearly equal to my own, fell at 
my feet, and whilſt ſhe bathed my 
hands with her tears, ſobbed out 
Alas! my Lord, your te. 
my dlareſt lady is- —Dead! I. 
exclaimed; but ſay not ſhe is dead, 
—] charge thee, ſay not that ſhe 
is dead, and my heart fluttered ; 
I felt as if a dagger had pierced 
it. No- no, my Lord, I am not 
the miſerable meflenger of ſuch 
tidings ;—my lady is ill, very ill, 
indeed, but I bleſs: God ſhe is 
alive — I now hope every thing. 
I could breathe again, her words 
recalled me tolife; I bade her ſhew 


8 


* | F4 
ant me 
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me to my ſiſter's houſe. The good 
ſoul hung down her head 
gueſſed her thoughts. No matter, 
faid I, as it has pleaſed Heaven to 
reſtore her to my embraces, no 
matter, how mean how poor the 
habitation that contains my trea- 

ſure; lead me to her- o ſhall 
| ſoon ſee your beloved miſtreſs 
ſhining in all the affluence to 
which by birth and merit ſhe is in- 
titled, Annanette's countenance 
brightened as I ſpoke; ſhe made 
me a thouſand expreſſions: of gra- 
titude, and defired me- to follow 
her, for that her lady lived, but 
two or three doors off. The peo- 
ple in the ſhop had not underſtood 
what was ſaid, our converſation 
£4 being 
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being in French, but they looked 
full of aſtoniſhment at every thin g 
they ſaw, and as I was going out, 
I rewarded them with a piece of 
gold for what I knew I muſt have 
made their curioſity fuffer. A 


moment's reflection convinced me 


the utmoſt caution was requiſite 
in breaking my approach to the 
idol of my heart; that acting with 
precipitancy might be of fatal 
conſequence. Inſtantly I changed 
my reſolves, and adopted a diffe- 
rent mode of proceeding from 
what my eagerneſs ſuggeſted ; I 
did not recollect the ill effects my 
preſence thus ruſhing on her might 
occaſion, till I had reached the 
ſtreet, it there firſt ſtruck me, 


when 


— 
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when, inſtead of going forwards, 
I turned haſtily back, bidding 
Annanette do the ſame. . I aſked 
the people we had juſt left, to 
oblige me with a private room, 
pen, ink, and paper. This re- 
queſt was immediately complied 
with, and in an inſtant I was ac- 
commodated with what I wanted. 
I now began to enquire with more 
compoſure of many particulars 
which in my great agitation I had 
omitted, and learnt ſome of thoſe 
which. I have been reciting, with 
this addition, that my ſiſter had 
been three months before . deli- 
vered of a daughter. Annnnette 
added, that fince the had been a 
mother her ſpirits. Were ratlia re- 

vived, 


for 
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vived, though her health daily de- 
creaſed, nor could ſhe entertain 
a hope of her recovery, but for 
the bleſſed event, as ſhe called it, 


of my unexpectedly coming to 


England. I aſked her what had 
brought her to the houſe in which 
I had fo fortunately met her? 
Never ſhall T forget the confuſion 
into which ſhe was thrown by 2/8 
queſtion ; again, and again, was 
I obliged to repeat it. She was 
almoſt incapable of anſwering. — 
At laſt, with a flood of tears, ſhe 
opened her hand and ſhewed me. 
My God! one poor bent fix- 
pence.—This, in an agony of 
woe, ſhe confeſſed was the laſt re- 
ſource her dear honoured lady 

Vol. II. K had 
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had to depend on, and with which 
ſhe intended to have carried home 
ſome little matter for her imme- 
diate ſupport, Maria's neceſſities 
appeared ſo much greater at this 
inſtant than my moſt deſponding 
idea had ever pictured them, that 
the account I now received would 
have ſunk me on the ſpot, but for 
the conſolation of knowing it 
would be the laſt ſtruggle ſhe 
would ever maintain with poverty, 
or diſtreſſes of any kind, within 
the power of my fortune or my 
affection to prevent. I ſat down 
full of theſe refletions—T took 
up my pen—My pen had not 
touched the paper I caſt my eye 1 
on Annanette. Annanette ſtood ] 
before 
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before me—her hand was cloſed 
—it was cloſed—the poor bent flæ- 
pence ſtruck acroſs me! ſtill ſaw 
it—the eye of my imagination 
ſaw it—1 fell back in my chair 
I roared aloud. Frightened to 
death on obſerving me ſo diſor- 
dered, Annanette was running to- 
wards the door ; ſhe was going to 
call aſſiſtance; I believe ſhe thought 
me expiring ; it was an involun- 
tary motion of terror, I caught 
hold of her gown—I beckoned 
her to ſilence: As ſoon as I could 
ſpeak, I told her I was better, and 
defired, without alarming any 
body, ſhe would get me a glaſs of 
water. She flew to obey me, and 
I found myſelf ſo well recovered 
2 after 
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after drinking it, that again I took 
up my pen, and ſcratched out, in a 

hand almoſt unintelligible, theſe 
few words: | 


BILLET. 
I am near you, my deareſt, 
_ © deareſt Maria; your misfortunes, 
« your afflictions, are at an end.— 
© I know your humble fituation— 
I am informed of your ſufferings. 
« Compoſe your mind enough to 
* bid me welcome; bluſh not, 
though ſurrounded by the appen- 


dages of poverty, to receive a bro- 


* ther from whoſe tender protec- 
* tion no earthly power ſhall ever 
again withdraw you.” 


Take 


T1V 
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Take this, ſaid I to Annanette; 
go back to your miſtreſs, carry 
with you any thing you think ſhe 
will be able to eat. After ſhe 
has taken ſome refreſhment, tell 
her you have ſeen a ſervant who 
you knew went abroad with me 
on my laſt expedition. Obſerve , 
how ſhe receives this intelligence 
if you think it will not be too 
much for her ſhattered ſpirits, ſay 
you have ſpoke to this ſervant; 
fay, that I being come home, and 
not finding her at Paris, am on 
my way to viſit her in England. A 
When ſhe is quite able to bear a | 
fuller diſcovery, tell her I am ar- | 
rived—tell her. you have ſeen me 
e | —and laſt of all deliver this note. | 
K 3 Be „ 


. 
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Be cautious in obſerving my di- 
rections; obſerve them punctual- 
ly ; I ſhall wait your return where 
Eam.—Fly to inform me the mo- 
ment ſhe is prepared for my re- 
ception. Annanette was not fon- 
der of ſtaying than I was of de- 
taining her, but flew to execute 
my commiſſion. Half an hour 
elapſed, —every moment appeared 
an age to me, my patience became 
ungovernable. I went out of the 
houſe; Annanette had pointed out 
to me the dwelling of my ſiſter; 
thither I bent my ſteps; I even 
wentured to the very door.—l 
planted myſelf on one ſide of it, 
fo that ſhe might not ſee me from 
the windows. Whilſt I main- 


tained 
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tained: this poſt, my ſenſes were 
all employed, my ears greedily 
liſtened for any voice or ſtep that 
might proceed from the houſe ; 
my eyes eagerly watched the 
appearance of Annanette. Five 
long minutes! I heard the lock 
draw back I ſaw the door open 
I faw the worthy creature come 
out weeping, ſobbing, holding her 
apron to her face. She would 
have run by me towards the place 
where ſhe expected I waited for 
her. Hold, faid I, in a low 
voice, I am here is your miſtreſs 
prepared ? My breath was ſo 
ſhort I could hardly ſpeak to be 
underſtood. Oh, my good Lord! 
Jam not to blame, I have done 

exactly 
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exactly as you ordered. but my 
lady, my dear lady -I! ſtayed 
to hear no more; 1 ruſhed by into 


the houſe I aſcended a little dar 
ſtair-caſe, for I ſaw no other en- 


trance, and found my way to the 
chamber of wretchedneſs. A fe- 
male figure, dreſſed in deep mourn- 


ing, aroſe from a miſerable bed 


placed in one corner of the room, 
and came tottering towards me. 
The ſcanty light admitted to this 
gloomy apartment ſerved only to 
deceive me; the perſon 1 ſaw ex- 


_ cited my compaſſion, but in her 


I diſcovered not my ſiſter. Where 
are you, my Maria, cried I, where 


are you, my deareſt Maria? Tam 
here, my kind her voice could 


command 
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command no more. The phan- 
tom which ſtartled me on my en- 
trance threw her emaciated arms 
about my neck, and en in my 
embraces. 


Jjuſt as the Count was in this 
intereſting part of his narrative, 
a number of carriages drove into 


the court- yard, on which he 


ſtarted from the ſopha, crying out, 
it is the Duke de Oboyne, and his 
countenance turned to ſuch a 
deadly pale, that I expected we 
ſhould have ſeen him reduced to 
the ſame ſtate in which, not a 
moment before, he had been de- 
ſeribing his unfortunate ſiſter. 
We were happily deceived in our 
opinion, 
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opinion, for with an agility which 
his ſtrength did not ſeem to pro- 
miſe, he ran to the window, and 
from thence to the bell, which he 
rang with violence. Go, ſaid he, 
to a ſervant who entered, order 
my coach to the door, ſee it done 
inſtantly, and inform me the mo- 
ment it is ready. Returning to 
us, Adieu! my deareſt friends, 
ſaid he, tenderly embracing us, 
Tam broke in upon more ſuddenly 
than I expected. What ſtill re- 


mains of many tragical events, 


you mult be informed of, to make 
you comprehend my reaſons for a 


flight apparently ſo ſtrange. If! 


have not the happineſs of return - 
ing to you, which muſt depend 


on 
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on the motions of the Duke, 1 
ſhall find other methods of ap- 
proving myſelf not altogether un- 
worthy your friendſhip, by enter- 
taining againſt my neareſt relation 
ſentiments of unju/tifiable reſent- 
ment. We were prevented from 
replying ; his carriage. that mo- 
ment came to the door, —we ſaw 
his eagerneſs to be gone, - we did 
not attempt to retard his diſpatch, 
e contented ourſelves with gl- 
ving and receiving a thouſand ten- 
der adieus, and beſtowing on each 
other the warmeſt wiſhes of re- 
gard. Our eyes followed his car- 
riage till we could ſee it no longer; 
we ſighed—we looked up at the 
vacant apartment, another ſigh,— 

and 
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and we returned home. Sir Wil- 
liam was fo ſenſibly touched with 
the recent loſs we had ſuſtained, 
that in hopes of amuſing his me- 
lancholy, I prevailed with him to 
take an airing on horſeback. The 
moment Sir William was gone, I 
retired to my (cloſet, and paid a 
tribute of many tears to the me- 
mory of our dear Count. Every 


word he had uttered being ſtrongly 
_ engraved on my heart, I have been 
able to give you, my beloved mo- 


ther, the exact particulars of his 
ſtory, ſo far as he acquainted us 
with it. You will be able to 
judge, if Jam in any very deſirable 


cue to attend our friends to the ball; 


but they are come, and I muſt go, 
„ though 
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though it will be with the utmoſt 
reluctance, When you receive 
this packet, the ſize of it may 
ſtartle you, eſpecially as Sir Wil- 
liam's letters will be added to 
thoſe I have written. 


We talk, we think, of my dear- 
eſt father and yourſelf inceſſantly; 
already we begin to count the 
days that are yet to divide us from 
your embraces from the calm 
delight of Auberry; where, at 
is leaſt, I hope we ſhall ſpend two 

as months the next ſpring. | 


le Farewell, my dear mother, how 
u; hard I find it to write the word 
go, farewell]! yet not half ſo ſevere, 
gh Vol. II. L now 
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now the time of my. abſence is 
nearly expired, as when ] laſt pro- 
nounced it in your preſence. 


1 r T Kn. 
FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME. 
Montpellier. 


SAID, my dear Madam, you 

would be ſtartled at the ex- 

traordinary ſize of a packet I ſent 
off two days ago; I did not then] 
think I ſhould have occaſion to 
S - Vite again ſo ſoon; but an incident 
1 I have ſince encountered deter- 
| | mines me to add another letter to 
| thoſe which 2 you have but 
| 1 | juſt 


| on TOP” 1 
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juſt received. I informed you in 
my laſt I was that evening to at- 
tend Madame Tourville to the Ball. 
We found the Rooms amazingly 
crouded, and in my opinion diſ- 
agreeable enough. The indiffe- 
rence, if not diſcontent, with 
which I entered this Aſſembly, 
was ſtill predominant. I felt my- 
ſelf incommoded—I complained 
of the violent heat, though few 
beſides ſeemed ſenſible of any in- 
conveniency—1I had it all to my- 
nt ſelf. What inconvenience to 
en minds at caſe could proceed from 
to a genteel multitude who were gra- 
ent tified by their own appearance, 
er- and tranſported with the muſic 
and ſplendor by which they were 
2 1 
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ſurrounded ? All but myſelf were 
ready to join with vivacity in the 
amuſements of the place. I 


thought of our dear Count—I 


thought of him with too much 
regret to have any reliſh for the 
pleaſures going forwards. A 
{mall apartment adjoining to the 
ball-room attracted my notice, for 
no other reaſon but that it was de- 
ſerted. Thither I retired, where 
throwing up a window, I had the 
double enjoyment of a reviving 
breeze, and the free indulgence 
of my own ſilent reflections—re- 
flections which were uninterrupt- 
edly employed on the Count de 
Poland. I ran over his whole ſad 
ſtory in the - paſtry-cook's ſhop, 1 

Was 


was ſtupified with grief the poor 

bent fix-pence—T liſtened: with him 
at the door I -ruſhed with him 
into his ſiſter's apartment—T1 felt 
the emaciated arms of the phan- 
tom—lI ſaw her faint in his em- 
braces. . Were theſe, . my dear 
mother—were theſe reflections for 
- a ball-room ? I have done with 
e them they will too deeply affect 
E you. Thus ſituated, I was broke 
gin upon by Madame Tourville, the 
e Marquis Pierpoint, and ſeveral o- 
- WW thers—my reverie ended with their 
t- W preſence. They rallied me with- 
de out mercy, on having ſurprized 
ad me ſo ſeriouſly diſpoſed. I plead- 

I I cd a head-ache—in truth it was a 


as I heart-ache.— I pleaded my being 


L 3 overcome 
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overcome with the warmth of the 

room ; but, after all, was obliged 

to adopt, in ſome meaſure, their 

gaiety. They forced me to put 

on a ſhew of livelineſs. A ſpi- 

rited converſation enſued ; we 

were ſtill at the window. A ſu. 

perb equipage drew up juſt be- 

neath where we ſtood—it arreſted | 

our attention—our eyes were all f 

turned towards it. That coach, 0 

cried out the Marquis, is the Duke \ 
| 
I 
h 


— — 1. 


de Oboyne's ; obſerve ladies a Ci· 
| | ciſbeo, or a huſband ; for his Grace 
i 


* — 
* — — n 
N ** — 


is at liberty to make a ſecond 
choice. Look —he is juſt ſtep- If 
ping from the carriage 5—beauti- Ne 
ful as you all are, you will not Ife 
find him unworthy your attrac- a 
4 tions, 
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tions. I think I ſhould have 
known him for the Count's bro- 
ther, if the Marquis had not an- 
nounced him; they very much re- 
ſembled each other, with this dif- 
ference, though the Duke is one 
year older than the Count, he 
looks at leaſt ten years younger; 
beſides, the Duke drefies magni- 
ficently ſhowy, has an air of gai- 
ety and gallantry, nothing of 
which diſtinguiſhes our noble, 
placid, venerable friend. Whilft 
I was examining the Duke, I am 
hardly yet ſenſible of what my 
feelings were at that moment; I 
could not hate ham, becauſe in his 
face and perſon I traced ſo ſtrong 
a likeneſs to the Count de Poland: 


neither . 
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neither could I look on him with- 
out a ſort of horror, when 1 con- 
ſidered him the cauſe of the 
Count's ſorrows, which by par- 
ticipation, I may ſay, were partly 
become my own. The Marguis 
Pier point obſerved where my at- 
tention was fixed, and half ſeri- 
ous, half jeſting, deſired he might 
have the honour of preſenting the 
Duke to me, adding, that how- 
ever fickle he may be, one ſingle 
view of my charms would ſettle 
him at once. In England, and 
as a wife, I ſhould have reſented 
4 freedom like this, but here 
cuſtom not only makes ſuch free- 
doms pardonable, but alſo a teſt 
of the moſt accompliſhed charac- 
| 1 ter. 
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ter. To conceal my real thoughts 
about the Duke, and to ſhew that 
I was not unacquainted with the 
French politeſſe, I told the Mar- 
quis ſmiling, that greatly as he 
flattered my vanity, I had no am- 
bition to hold in chains a ſlave 
whoſe age (laying a particular em- 
phaſis on the laſt word) informed 
me it was high time he ſhould en- 
oy unmoleſted freedom. My 
ſmiles covered the ſatire I intended 
to convey; they hid it ſo effectu- 
ally, that the Marquis, who has 
been a general admirer at leaſt 
theſe fifty years, perceived not it 
was directed to himſelf, or if he 
did perceive it, he took care I 
ſhould not enjoy the fruits of my 
victory. 


130 COUNT DE POLAND. 

victory. My meditation ſcheme 
being thus at an end, and having 
no deſire to be further entertained 
by the fine fpeeches of my ſuper- 
annuated beau, who the day after 
I came to this place declared him- 
ſelf my Ciciſbeo, I gave him my 
hand without reluctance on his 
offering to lead me to the ball- 
room. 'The company, before 
crouded, were much increaſed— 


increaſed to ſuch adegree that the 
heat was almoſt ſuffocating. 


It was now I was to be ſurprized 
with an object more unexpected 
than the Duke, whoſe arrival at 
Montpellier had made his pre- 
ſence probable. I was prepared 

for 
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for ſeeing him, but 1 was not pre- 
pared to ſee him walking up and 


down the room with one arm 
reſted on the . ſhoulder of Lord 
 Havenbrook, I was more than 
ſurprized, I was aſtoniſhed. —I_ 


looked again, and ſaw I was not 


miſtaken. The ſtriking figure of 


Lord Havenbrookt, the nobleneſs 
of his air, the graceful mixture 
of dignity and ſweetneſs expreſſed 
in his countenance, attracted the 
general notice of a numerous cir- 
cle. Every eye followed him, 
filled with that kind of ſentiment 


which the heart ſends out when 
tranſported with admiration. A 
thouſand whiſpers caught my ear, 
of which he alone was the ſubject, 


and 


A” 
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and which, had they reached his, 
though I by no means ſtile him a 
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vain man, might have turned his 
head giddy with applauſes. He 
appeared deeply engaged in con- 
verſation with the Duke, whilſt I 


felt myſelf ſtrangely fluttered by 
a rencounter fo perfectly unlooked 
for, and thought of Emily. I ſaw 


SirWilliamat a diſtance; I wentup 
to him and acquainted him that the 
perſon walking with the Duke de 


Oboynt was Lord Havenbrook. His 
Lordſhip having propoſed a near 
connection with our family (tho 


the methods he took to accom- 


pliſli it were not exactly conform - 


able to prudence) could not be 


called diſhonourable ; —if a fault, 


ſurely 
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viour after that unlucky affair 


entitled him to an unreſerved,— 


I will add — an affectionate recep- 
tion. I rejoiced at the opportu- 
nity chance had thus thrown in 
my way to convince him we were 
not inſenſible to the generoſity he 


manifeſted: on a late occaſion. 


There are many modes of diſco- 
vering our approbation, without 
deſcending to particulars: Events 
that are not to be recalled, one 
ſhould determine to avoid ſpeak- 


ing of with the ſtricteſt caution. 


Sir William was no ſooner in- 
formed of my inclinations, than 
with his uſual 'goodnefs he ex- 
preſſed his approbation, and would 

Vol. II. M imme- 
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immediately have preſented him- 


ſelf to Lord Havenbrook, but ha- 
ving never ſeen him till then, he 


applied to the Maſter of the Ce- 
remonies, by whom he was intro- 


duced.. Wl 


The Duke was at this time 
ſeated by a beautiful girl, Made- 
demoiſelle Longville, who engaged 


Him ſo effectually that we eſcaped 


his notice. I really think Emily 
Berſelf, had this accidental meet- 
ing happened to her inſtead of me, 
could not have felt more em bar- 
raſſed than I did, when Sir Wil- 
lam led up Lord Havenbrook; 
when I roſe to receive him I ac- 
itually trembled—he was not un- 
affected 
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affected my own confuſion was 
not more viſible than his. I ſaid 
Itrembled—it was for Lady Mor- 
peth I was agitated—Good God! 
what a difference between this 
man, whoſe wife ſhe might have 
been, and the man whoſe wife ſhe 
is;—the compariſon is too obvi- 
ous.. Were Emily more ſuſcepti- 
ble, 1 ſhould be in terrors for her 
happineſs ;. but that indifference 
which marks her character will, 
I hope, keep her from the preci- 
pice of reflection. Many civili- 
ties paſſed between Sir William 
and Lord Havenbrook ; amongſt 
the number his Lordſhip paid me, 
the kindeſt enquiries for your 
health, and that of my father, 
= were. 
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were not omitted. Not at this 
time one word of Lady Morpeth. 
He deſired we would permit him 
to pay his reſpects to us the next 
morning, and accepted with plea- 
ſure Sir William's invitation to 
breakfaſt. His appointment he 
kept with exactneſs; and when he 
went away, he left us both equal- 
ly charmed with the many excel- 
lent qualities he is poſſeſſed of. 
I have been much affected 
I have even ſhed tears. The firſt 
time I ſaw him, our converſation, 
for he ſcarcely left us the whole 
evening, was on general ſubjects; 
but the following morning it be- 
came more particular. I had de- 
termined to avoid thoſe particu- 

| 8 lars— 
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lars—it was impoſſible—they were 
not to be avoided. I will not diſ- 
treſs you, my dear mother, by 
repeating what paſſed— I will. 
only ſay, Lord Havenbrook is en- 
titled to our love—to our reſpect. 
— to. our. gratitude—that he is the 
moſt : honourable of men. He 
has laid his heart open to our view; 
| it. has been filled with the livelieſt, 
the ſincereſt paſſion; but as the 
wife of another, you have nothing 
to apprehend from his former at- 
a tachment. Lady Morpeth's ſitu- 


. ation conſidered, and the eaſy mo- 
rals of a faſhionable world, I own. 
5 I had fears thoſe fears are now. 
»” 


at an end, they can no longer exiſt, 
after the knowledge I have ac- 
„ quired 
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quired of Lord Havenbrook's 
principles. Should accident bring 


them together, ſhould he fee her 


_ every dayon his return to En gland, 


he might ſee her with ſafety—he 
is too good—too generous—to 


make her the object of an unwor- 
thy purſuit. When he men- 


tioned her name, though it was 
in an accent of tenderneſs that 


wrung my heart, I could diſco- 
ver ſhe had loſt the influence ſhe 
once maintained over his affections. 


Sir William is enchanted with him; 
he declares he is the firſt of human 
beings, and I believe, for the time 
we are all here, they will be inſe- 


parable. Lord Havenbrook is of 


the Duke de Oboyne s party, and 
lodges 
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lodges in the ſame houſe. He 
defires to introduce the Duke to 
our acquaintance ; we ſhall not 
receive that honour as any acqui- 


fition to our happineſs, neither 


could we gracefully refuſe what 


his Lordſhip condeſcended to aſk 
as a particular proof of our re- 
gard to himſelf. As the friend of 
Lord Havenbrook,1l could give him 
a ſincere welcome, but as the ene- 
my of our dear Count's repoſe, 
I ſhall not feel myſelf eaſy in his 
preſence.—A cold civility: is the 
moſt I can afford the Duke; my 
eſteem is all engaged to his brother. 


And now, my beloved mother, 
—_— lately fcribbled ſo much, 


unleſs 
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unleſs I ſhould encounter another 
adventure as extraordinary as my 
meeting Lord Havenbrook, I bid 
you adieu at leaſt for a fortnight. 


L EKT FE R xx.” 
LADY MORPETH TO LADY ANN FOSTESS.. 
Morpeth Caſtle. 


H, Lady Ann!—Lady Ann! 

to what a mortifying condi- 
tion am I reduced! it is abſolute- 
ly not to be borne. I could tear 
the wretch's eyes out who in- 
formed Lord Morpeth—I could 
weep out my own with vexation. 
What will all this avail—what 
| will 
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will become of me, if I do not 
exert myſelf to a better purpoſe 
than werping and wailing. What 
will become of me, I ſay ?—dif- 
appointed in all thoſe delightful 
views, to purchaſe which, Irelin- 
quiſhed you know what I relin- 
quiſhed. What will become of 


me my ſhape ſpoilt—my fate in- 


evitable. Perhaps, after all, I 
muſt give up my very life to ſa- 
tiate the eruelty of a huſband, to 
whom I have already ſacrificed 
every thing but that one laſt poor 
ſtake: | Heaven give me patience! 
if Jean neither intimidate or fof- 
ten him, if he will not relax in 
the ſeverity of his reſolutions, . 
what will become of me? I will 
2 SHEET? die 
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die rather than. ſubmit to his pro- 
voking, obſtinate humour. I ſup- 
poſe his mother, his grandmother, 
and all the antiques of his ugly 
family, have contentedly and tame- 
ly carried on the breed at Mor- 
peth Caſtle. I am neither con- 
tented or tame, I ſhall not tread 
in the ſteps of his mother or his 
grandmother. As long as I breathe, 
J ſhall hate the phyſical tribe, ab- 
hor, deteſt them all- but for 
them my ſecret had not been di- 
vulged—it is to them I owe all my 
troubles. I ſhould. have. got to 
London—I would then have de- 
fied his malignant power. to have 
drawn me from thence till every 
wiſh of my ſoul had been fully 
| gratified. 
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gratified. He ſhall either carry 
me to town, or to my grave. 1 
deſpiſe an alternative. I am not 
his ſlave his paſſive obedient 
flave—Alas, my dear! why did 1 
marry ? at leaſt, why did I marry 
Lord Morpeth ?- Ungrateful man 

to ſecure an heir to his dirty e- 
ſtates, - he would, without a ſcru- 
ple, confine me to this odious 
country, till the mighty bleſſing 
was brought to light ;—abomina- 
ble! Little folks may call it a 
bleſſing ; —poor bodies! their en- 


4 Joyments are contained in ſo:nar- 
row a compaſs, that out of mere 
= compaſſion, we might allow them 

to hold faſt their vulgar comforts; 
i but to ſee a man of the world fall 


d 0 into 
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into ſuch ridiculouserrors, is really 
incomprehenſible — it is enough 
to make one mad. My Lord's 
perſon receives no improvement 
from the great joy of his beart on 
this horrid occaſion. To ſome 
faces it is no advantage, when the 
traces of joy are too viſible. In 
my opinion the ſtern reſerve which 

uſed to mark my Lord's counte- 
nance. was infinitely more beco- 
ming than that. eternal grin by 
which it is now diſtorted— it is 
really frightful quite frightful— 
I hate to turn my eyes towards 
him. He does not conſine his 
amazing happineſs to looks alone; 
every ſoul who enters the door is 
* into confidence, and 


your 
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your victim friend a thouſand 
times in a day overwhelmed with 
confuſion. In ſhort, I am ſicx 
ſick to death of matrimony and 
its diſguſting conſequences. Now 
to my tale ;—but I will defer it 
till I am a little more compoſed. 


CONTINUATION. 


Well then—on my return to 
rural felicity, or Morpeth Caſtle, 
(which you pleaſe, Lady Ann} 
from a tedious viſit to Lord and 
Lady Sinclair—a viſit in which 
dull ceremony (a conſtant reſident 
his in that fooliſh family) preſided at 


walks—in our rides—haunted us 


od - Vor. II. N uſed 


the table — followed us in our 


in our molt retired moments—and 
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uſed all her ingenious arts to teaze 
and torment mel ſuffered more 
than martyrdom! On my return, 
I ſay, I found myſelf diſcompoſed, 
out of humour; in ſhort, full of 
complicated grievances. I was, 
beſides, heated with my journey, 
on which my unlucky Lord, 1 
ſhall never forgive him for it, 
blundered on the idea of calling 
in a pale-faced ſon of Eſculaprus. 
He came, attended by a terrible 
executioner, with frightful in- 
ſtruments, to draw blood from an 
arm that may vie with your own 
for whiteneſs. I knew my fitua- 
tion, but had no notion that theſe 
prying people could diſcover it, 
and ſubmitted patiently to the ope- 
| Tator. 


Or. 
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rator. Alas! I was doomed toun- 


dergo thedreadful ſhocks of having 
my ſecret betrayed of Lord Mor- 
perh's diſagreeable tranſports, and, 


what was a million times more in- 


ſupportable, his cruel reſolves that 


I ſhould not venture from the 
Caſtle till I had preſented him a 
treaſure which would crown the 
reſt of his days with felicity. 
Very pretty nonſenſe !—a bleſſed 
ſentence for a wife whoſe enjoy- 


ments are centered in the world, 
— who ſcorns to be enſlaved in a 


ſtupid domeſtick circle. I have 


_ oppoſed the forces of my incli- 
nation againſt his determination, 


and a very warm engagement en- 
ſued. The fear that the darling 
N 2 object 
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object of his hopes may ſuſtain 
any damage in the combat, made 
him obſerve ſome degree of, mo- 
deration ; I was reſtrained by no 


| ſuch feeble conſiderations, I ex- 


hauſted my whole ftock of re- 
ſentment. Provoking !—I ex- 
hauſted it all to no purpoſe he 


tried to leflen my agitation—he 
_ endeavoured to ſtop my upbraid- 


ings—he wiped away my tears— 
but would not be conquered by 


them. I think I have found out 


his weak fide ;—I will attack him 
in that quarter ;—LI willattack him 
in ſuch a manner as he ſhall not 
be able to withſtand. After all, 
ſhould I fail of ſucceeding, ſhould 
his heart be as hard as his counte- 

| nance— 
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nance—ſhould I faz/—diſtraftion 
is in the thought! You muſt come 
to me, Lady Ann, - you muſt 
come and cloſe the eyes of your 
wretched Emh—T1 ſhall never ſur- 
vive the diſappointment, that's 
certain. Obſerve, my dear, I do 
not bid you prepare for a journey 
to this deteſtable Caſtle, I have |} 
only provided againſt the worſt | il 
that can poſſibly happen. I am il 
low-ſpirited, —very low-ſpirited Til 
juſt now, but I do not always ſee 
my proſpects through the obſcure 
of deſpondeney; affairs may be 
yet arranged more agreeably to my 
wiſhes. If Lord Morpeth has one 
ſpark of human nature about him, 
if he is not altogether diabolical, 1 1 
N 3 I ſhall. | 


_ a 
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I ſhall yet find an expedient 
to embrace you in town before 
ſix weeks are at an end. You may 
ſoon expect to receive a Gazette 
extraordinary, informing you of 
my having gained a complete vic- 
tory ;—publiſh it at Cornelly's—at 
Almack's—and, oh! publiſh it at 
| the enchanting Opera; procure 
i \ once more for her conſtant votary 
. a place in the luxurious boſom of 
pleaſure. My wings will be clipt; 
2 I cannot fly to. ſuch heights as 
3 formerly, but I will take care the 
= burthen I unfortunately carry 
4 about me ſhall incommode me as 
little as poſſible. Do any of our 
friends confine themſelves on ſuch 

PE ___ yield 
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yield to any of them in an act of 
heroiſm? No, no, — 1 ſhall go 
out even to the laſt day; ſo 
matter 1s ſettled > 


41 When Lhave thaw tuned 
my Lord, I hope to meet with no 
further obſtructions on his part; 
or, if he ſhould dare aſſert any 
authority to reſtrain me in my in- 


nocent amyſements, I ſhall treat 


it with. the ame contempt I do 
his other abſurdities, Theſe ſen- 
timents it will be neceſſary to keep 
to myſelf till L get to town, when 
he and your Ladyſhip ſhall find 
me the miſtreſs of my own hours. 
I have no apprehenſion that he 
will drag me back to my priſon 


before 
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before I have conferred on him 
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the honourable: title of a father; 
it muſt be confeſſed; twenty years 
ago, that title would have fat 


more gracefully upon him—at pre- 


ſent another appellation would ſuit 
him better. I ſhall make the beſt 
of it now, and endeavour to form 
him to my own model, The ma- 
terials I have to work on are 
worſe than indifferent, ſo that if 
I can but mould him into tole- 
rable obedience, my glory will be 
the greater. Had he been broke 
to my hands, F ſhould have had 


leſs trouble; but then my ſkill 


and genius, for want of being 
called out, would have paſſed away 
unnoticed, unadmired; whereas, 

1-301 I intend 
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I intend they ſhall ſhine out a 
bright example to future ages. 


Here I drop the ſubject, and 
ſhall not take it up again till 1 
have reduced my theory: into 
* e 1 


| ' 


Hb Olivia, of whom, I have 
aid a great deal. is undoubtedly 
a' moſt complete miſtreſs in the 
art of faſcination; even I have not 


3 CONTINUATION. 


'” Wrſcaped her magical influence. I 
5 am almaſt aſhamed to confeis the 
1 


meanneſs to which my partiality 
had nearly reduced me more than 
75 once I have actually been inclined 
* Uo WO unlimited confidence in 
this 
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this outcaſt of fortune. Nothing 
but the affiduity with which ſhe 
avoids the honour I intended her, 
could' have ſaved fiie from a con- 
deſcenſion o imprudent—ſo de- 
grading. I imagined her influ- 
ence with Lord Morpeth might be 
ſerviceable in quelling his rebel- 
lious humour, but ſhe would not 
interfere in our diſpute ſſie mo- 
deſtly withdrew, and left us in 
the midſt of our conteſt. She is, 
altogether, a ſtrange compoſition— 
ſhe will not ſpeak herſelf, or give 
me an opportunity of ſpeaking to 
her on the ſubject of my difficul- 
ties, yet ſhe is by no means inat- 
tentive to whatever ſhe thinks can 
give me pleaſure. ' Obſerving my 

ſpirits 
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its 
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ſpirits are depreſſed with unuſual 
ſadneſs, ſhe exerts all the natural 
vivacity of her diſpoſition to raiſe 
me from dejection. She plays and 
ſings divinely, which I never diſ- 
covered, till „ amongſt other modes 
to entertain me, ſhe revealed her 
knowledge in that delightful ſci- 
ence, to which you know I am 
entirely devoted. Olivia eclipſes 
me in execution as well as voice 3 
nor am I much mortified at the 
advantage ſhe has over me, becauſe 
it is not myſelf only, but the 
whole world ſhe excels. Don't 
be angry, Lady Ann, I really be- 
gin to think this little obſcure 
girl will become of conſequence 
to my amuſement at ſuch times as 
I am 
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I am to be immured in the vile 
country. If I love her, it will be 
for my own convenience s ſhe is 
not in that ſtation which can give 
you a rival in my friendſhip ; were 
ſhe capable of aſſuming on my fa- 
your, I would certainly puniſh her 
preſumption; | She | contrives to 
unite, to a Certain grace and dig- 
nity which otherwiſe would be 
inſupportable; ſo much ſweetneſs 
—ſo much humility—that I have 
no occaſion to remind her that the 
1s dependant on my bounty; I am 
convinced ſhe will not grow im- 
pertinent on the indulgence I have 
lately ſhewn her, and I find my- 
ſelf ſtrongly inclined to continue 
to her -my good humour, My 
OY | good 
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good humour. but if my Lord goes 
on at this prodigious! rate—if I: 
cannot bring him to order I fall 
poſitively have no good humour 
left. . 


Olivia, I am apt to believe, is 
romantic; wherever ſhe has ſcraped 
it together; ſhe has an infinity of 
politenefs; yet, now and then, a 
ſentiment one never meets with in 
faſhionable circles-efcapes her in 
converſation romantic, certainly. 
n Il Sheis not troublèſome neither, as 
1- Il theſe ſort of people generally are; 
ve Lſhould-hate her, if, vain of her 
yon opinions, ſhe was eternally” 
ue I forcing them on her hearers. A 
Ay pedantic: woman; like her Grace 
bb of 
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of B—, is deteſtable; how 
much leſs to be borne with are 


ſuch obſolete ſentences of morals 
and ſtuff coming from the mouth 
of a Piebeian. What Olivia ad- 
vances never diſpleaſes me; ſhe 
appears rather to court your ap- 
probation, than command your 
applauſe, and never tires out one's 
patience, or wears her own ſub- 
jects thread-bare. She has given 
me a taſte for reading, by being a 
perfe& miſtreſs of that accom- 
pliſhment in all modern lan- 
guages. I ſhall cultivate this new 
acquired paſſion ; — books were 
once my averſion, but I have 


many reaſons for endeavouring to 


like them in my preſent ſituation. 
eee 
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Take one of the many :—If my 
Lord is ill- humoured or diſagree- 
able, I ſhall fly to my /an&um 
ſanctorum, ſacred from all moleſ- 
tation. Many a tedious hour have 
I been obliged to drag away in 
matrimonial conference, becauſe 
in the morning or after dinner, 
when I have offered to retire, he 
has told me, as I neither worked 
or read, he would not let me fit 
alone; and if I ated in oppofi- 
tion, and did not return imme- 
diately, I was ſure in ten minutes 
to receive a meſlage requeſting my 
company, or to hear him tap at 
the door of my dreſſing- room. 
Is not this ſingle reaſon a ſuffi- 
cient excuſe for the reformation 

; O2 Tan 
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J am about to undergo. Do not 
_ diſturb yourſelf, it will laſt no 
longer than any captivity. I in- 
tend to ſort my ideas and employ- 

ments —0one ſet I carry with ine 
o town, the other I leave in the 
Sountry, to uſe them alternately, 
as Ooccaſion requires. To you 1 
Some refined and poliſhed; my: ruſt 
and rubbiſh I leave behind me. 
iait effort for liberty fear it 
will he a hard ſtruggle.— Man is 
the moſt obſtinate of all 8 
Creatures. 


Adieu—adieu, dear Lady Ann, 
Pray that your poor friend may 
come off victorious. 

| LETTER 
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LETTER 
OLIVIA TO MRS. oS MOND. 


1 Caſtle. 


PrnMITTED to write to my 


aſide all reſerve, to forget the diſ- 
tance fortune has placed between 
us, and to conſider myſelf as the 
child of her affections.“ Theſe 
are flattering diſtinctions to an un- 
fortunate young woman, who has 
no merit to claim, no power to 
return, ſuch tender—ſuch indul- 
gent obligations. 


Mrs. Oſmond's letter to Olivia omitted, 
O 3 I am 


benefactreſs, honoured with 
her gracious command to throw 
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1 am poor, Madam, in every 
thing but a grateful heart, that is 
the gift of Heaven; as ſuch you 
will not deſpiſe its rt offer- 
ings. When I loſt my mother, and 
one other friend, the only friend 
but her 1 ever knew, the friend 
of my infant years, to whoſe huma- 
nity I owe every little advantage 
which raiſes me above the illite- 
rate ; when this dear—dear friend, 
this benevolent protector, died, bit- 


ter was my portion—inceſſant were 


my tears of affliction. Iwas aſtran- 
ger to pride—I could return to 
my original nothing without mur- 
muring ;—but oh, Madam! when 
I conſidered that in one grave were 
depoſited father brother — every 


dear 
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dear relation every kind friend 
my fortitude forſook me—I was 
in deſpair ; but religion forbad my 
attempting any thing againſt a life 
which I held by ſuffrage of its 


omnipotent founder. 1 fear this 


was not enough; the impatience 
I betrayed was criminal! ſtill 
wanted reſignation, and the pray- 
ers I, offered up in the agonies of 
my ſoul for a ſpeedy diſſolution 
of my ſorrows, added to my guilt. 
It was not for a wretch like me to 
dictate to the ſupreme diſpoſer of 
all events.—1I prayed, but my pe- 
titions were rejected, and I was 
made ſenſible of his heavy diſ- 
pleaſure, Difficulties ſurrounded. 
me on all ſides it was my fate to 

ſtruggle 
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ftruggle againſt powers—againſt 


principalities. I faw my crime, 


and was penitent my penitence 


was ſincere, it was mercifully ac- 
cepted l eſcaped the ſnare laid 
for my deſtruction, and, under the 
guidance of a good providence, 
I hid my orphan head beneath the 
humble roof of poverty. Hea- 
ven approved the facrifice I made 
to preſerve unſullied the purity— 


the innocence—with which we 


are all ſent out from the gracious 
hand of our Maker. Sheltered 
in this lowly ſhed, I became once 
more acquainted with content ;— 


| happineſs was buried in the tomb 


of my revered protector, and I 
courted her meek- eyed ſiſter to 


F ſupply 
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ſupply the vacancy in my heart. 
J had engaged this ſweet, compa- 
nion; Content was all my oven, 
when your amiable daughter diſ- 
covered my retreat; but Lady 
Eagentonis condeſcending geutle- 
Neſs made ume eagerly embrace her 
offer of attending you in Eng- 
land. Tour being her mother 
was a ſufficient ſecurity for the u- 
e i :Gage I was to hepe for my am- 
—- | Hbitious views did not aſpire toie- 
e ſpect—civility bounded my exper- 
16 tations: I conceived you would 
ed alſo have the humanity to aver- 
ce look any omiſſion or awkward- 
neſs I might betray in a tation for 
which my only fear was 1ſhould 
not be found properly qualified. 


Gracious 
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Gracious Heaven! I am utterly 


confuſed when I reflect how very 
very far your goodneſs has ex- 


ceeded the picture I had in my 


own imagination faintly ſketched 
of your excellencies—faintly in- 


'deed'! Inſtead of ſervitude, J am 
ſupported in affluence ; and where 
J hoped only for a kind miſtreſs, 
I have found a patroneſs, who be- 
ſtowys on me the exalted title of 
her daughter who calls me the 


child of her affection. Oh, my 


honoured, my dear Mrs. Ofmond! 
how theſe honours oppreſs me. 


You have commanded me to be 


free, you will therefore. pardon 
my freedom—Yes, Madam, I 


will: preſume to tell you, a ſoul, 
ECOLIETY 7-7. 
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the kindred of your own, once 
inhabited the breaſt of that good 
man, whoſe loſs I ſhall never 
ceaſe to deplore. His tender, un- 
remitting, paternal care, early 
taught me the ſtrong effuſions of 
filial fondneſs; they were not even 
ſtronger for my mother. Your 
unmerited goodneſs keeps thoſe 
emotions ſtill alive in my boſom— 
they equally belong to all. The 
tears I beſtow on the dead will 
not diminiſh my fund of love and 
reverence to the living. I am 
the daughter of his and your a- 


S F- 


: doption—I am the child of his 
„and your benevolence. _ How 
LY arict are the bonds by which you 
n have drawn me to you I am load- 


ed 
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edwithroontiunal n —[]: bow 


beneath tlie weight ofioblipations: 


you have heaped upon me. If I: 


might dare to form another wiſh, 
it ſhould be this, that every mo- 


ment of my life, which your 
goodneſs has made valuable, might 

be paſſed at the feet of my dear; 
kind! patroneſs; that my conſtant 


hour iy endeavours to promote her 


happineſs: may ſpeak my venera- 
tion, and in ſome degree teſtify 
my gratitude. Next to the moſt 
defirable of all ſtations (being near 


your perſon) is that in which you 
| have placed me. I. have experi- 


enced great civilities.- great kind- 
neſſes; from Lori and Lady Mor- 
My": T'amr often aſhamed at the 


deference 
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deference with which I am treated 
by them. I am pleaſed—I am 


charmed—but my vanity is not 
raiſed” by their flattering diſtinc- 
tions—theſe diſtinctions do not 
proceed from any merit I poſleſs, 
—to you, Madam, I owe them 
it is your protection, your re- 
commendation, that has procyree 
them for me. | 
The ns ſituation. of Lady 
Morpeth has tranſported. her Lord 
with 41mmoderate oy. I never ſaw 
a-man ſo happy ;—Ltruſt in Hea- 
ven this event ſome time hence 
will be the bleſſed means of eſta- 
bliſhing her Ladyſhip's felicity. 
believe ſhe wiſhes much to go 
Var. II. . to 
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to town this winter; I hope ſhe 
will be indulged in her inclina- 
tions—yet I fear it too. She told 
me this day that Lord Morpeth 
was averſe to her undertaking fo 
long a journey—that ſhe intended 
applying to Mr. Oſmond and your- 
ſelf, and hoped every thing from 
your interceſſion.— For God's 
fake! let me intreat, you will not 
withhold your mediation.— Com- 
ply, I beſeech you, with her La- 
dyſhip's requeſt, and pardon the 
liberty I have taken. Your daugh- 
ter, my dear Madam, has a re- 
markable ſweetneſs of diſpoſition 
— ſhe has a thouſand other excel- 
lences—but I have ſome reaſons, 
reaſons n by obſervation, 
which 


I—_ 


holes ww 
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which muſt excuſe the warmth of 
my ſolicitations. Would Lady 
Morpeth be contented to continue 
in the country, her Lord him- 
ſelf could not rejoice at her con- 
deſcenſion more than I ſhould do; 
but to force her inclinations would 
grieve me. I ſee plainly a con- 
ſtraint of this nature would be 
attended with many diſagreeable 
conſequences. - I am now con- 
fined to hints—when TI have the 
happineſs of throwing myſelf at 
your feet I will be more explicit. 
My honoured, my beloved, — 


ſhall I preſume on the indulgence 
you have granted me, and add 


mother to the endearing epithets? 
Ves; I will call you my beloved 
P2 mother ;— 
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mother the perſon who once 
ſtood in that dear light was not 
more my parent, nor did I ever 


return her affection with greater 


ardour. Take me then to your ma- 
ternal boſom— ſaffer me to repoſe 


there every thought of my grate- 


ful heart—command me to diſ- 
cloſe every event of a life which, 


young as I am, has been ſtrangely 
checquered with the viciſſitudes 


of fortune. Command me to do 
this, and I will ſhew my obedi- 


ence, either by my pen, or in de- 
ferring my recital till I can give it 
you in perſon. Should you be in- 
clined to honour your poor girl 


with this new mark of favour, 1 
ſhall ſtill OR aſk for 


another 
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t another to be added to it. Allow . 
r me, if poſſible, to ſpeak rather 

Cr than to write of my forrows—A 

A moment's reflection has told me 

le how much your preſence will ſup- 

i port me in the ſad relation. I 


74 ſhall, beſides, have this advantage, 
h, I ſhall watch every turn of your 
ly expreſſive countenance, to diſco- 
ver, conſequently to correct, the 
faults I may have committed ; and 
where I have acted right you will 
reward me with a ſmile. of ap- 
probation. God Almighty bleſs, 
protect, and guard the benevolent 
poſſeſſors of Auberry-Grove, whoſe 
hands I kiſs with reſpect, duty, 
gratitude, and affection ! 


- 
— 
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3 LETTER 
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1 * whe ws 6 ett 
LADY ANN FOSTESS TO LADY MORPETH. 


| Caxendih- Square: 


Bron this/ reaches your 
Ladyſhip, the intelligence 
of Lord Caftledown's death muſt 
have arrived at Morpeth Caſtle. 
Did not your heart go pit-a-pat, 
my dear? Well, I ſuppoſe by 
this time you have ſhed all your 
tears on the melancholy'occafion. 
As you have managed your mat- 
ters, I ſend you my compliments 
of condolence, Congratulation 
would have been a delightful ex- 
preſſion; had you conſulted me, 
and — the advice I ſhould 
have 


axe 
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have given you, I might have ſent 
you the latter. Condolence! it has 
a molt: tragical ſound; but you 
muſt: take it now, I can think of 
no ſubſtitute. Well then, I ſend 
you my compliments of condolence. 
Indeed—indeed, you was wrong 
very wrong, to be in fuch im- 
moderate haſte ;——why not wait 
a little? You have purchaſed ho- 
nours and titles at an exorbitant 
price, when, if you had waited 
alittle, theſe honours, theſe titles; 
would have come to you in rota» 
tion. It is abfurd, I confels, to 
teflect, now all is over; but the 
miſtake was ſo great, I cannot help 
it, My reflections, you know, mult 
| tn from friendſhip—I had 


* | 
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always a violent friendſhip for my 
dear Emily. I never much ap- 
proved your reaſons for mafrying 


your antique' Lord.; the ſudden 


death of Lord Ca/tledown convinces 
me of their entire fallacy. It can- 
not be recalled, you ſay ;—true, 
it cannot be recalled the harder 
your fate; — but it is monſtrouſly 
provoking. To have been the 
wife of ſuch a Phenix as Haven 
brook—Lord, child ! you was cer- 
tainly poſſeſſed. He loved you 
he offered to marry you, even in 
the preſence of his haughty mo- 
ther - you had no reaſon to doubt 
his fidelity. Was I Lady Morpeth, 
I ſhould tear my eyes out] ſhould 


go down- right mad. I will not 


upbraid 
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upbraid you; the beſt muſt be 
made of a bad matter. As Coun- 
zeſs of ''Caftledown, you would in- 
fallibly have been the envy of all 
the women about town. Excuſe 
me, Emily, but I love you ſo en- 
tirely, that whenever I think of 
your blindneſs, it puts me in a 
paſſion but when I think of your 
ioigged Lord —l: always deteſted a 
wig-—the idea is ſo ridiculous, 
that but I won't tell you what 
it does not ſignify. Every man 
has not the beautiful hair of a 
Havenbrook ; but any hair is bet- 
ter than a wig—for Heaven's ſake 
don't bring him up ſuch a fright 
to town; black or grey, let his 
hair grow out, I beſeech you. 
Havenbraok 
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Havenbrook is expected ſoon from 
France, to take his place in the 
houſe, and poſſeſſion of a princely 
fortune. We are none of us diſ- 
poſed to treat the moſt charming 
man in the world with cruelty; 
he is too handſome too rich too 
accompliſhed—to ſue in vain for 
a wife. How happy that fortu- 
nate female who: is deſtined to fill 
the place you, but for an error in 
judgment, might have occupied. 
You imagined all men were fickle 
—I was then, and am till; of a 
different opinion—you quoted as 
an inſtance of their inconſtancy, 
it was an age ago, but I perfectly 
remember it you quoted the 
Marquis of Plaidjjow. It is re- 
e 5 ſerved 
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ſerved for me to drive. away the 
unaccountable miſt which has hi- 
therto, in more reſpects than one, 
obſcured your ſenſe. Know then, 
the report of his having forſaken 
Bab Haſtings, like a thouſand 
other reports, is a mere jeſt, en- 
tirely without foundation. So far 
from having ſorſaken her, ſhe has 
privately been his wife theſe ſeven 
years, and is come out as Ducheſs 
of Milford, with a brood of three 


infants. Their marriage was de- 


clared but yeſterday ; for what 
reaſon the declaration has been fo 
long delayed after the obſtruction 
was removed, I have not been 
able to diſcover. | 


And 
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And ſo, my dear, your tyrant 
wants to confine; you the whole 
winter to his odious caſtle - and 
your ſhape is ſpoilt. me * pity you 
ſincerely but were I his wife, I 
would ſubmitfirſt toamad-houſe, 
and ſtraight waiſtcoat. If you 
give up this point you are undone 
for ever you ſee I cannot help 
giving my advice, though ſome- 
times it has come too late, and 
ſomotimes it has been neglected. 
The moment I hear your London 
journey is put off, I ſhall cry out, 
alas, por Emily! thou art eut off 
in the fler of thy youth Alas, 
peot Emily I fee, no difference, 
whether our perſons. are buried 
below or above the earth—obſcu- 


F 
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rity is the grave of our bodies 
dead or living. You pleaſe me infi- 
nitely by declaring the reſolution 
you will exert; you may be aſ- 
ſured of my beſt wiſhes, and when 
I pray, it ſhall be for your ſucceſs. 
I am called away, not to contem- 
plate a ſpeck in the ſun, but to 


receive a Star and Garter. 


CONTINUATION, 


The Duke of /D——, he is 
married—lI diſpatched him in a 
moment; and now I am returned 
to ſettle a certain affair with your 
Ladyſhip. I am quite mortified 
that you ſhould ' humble. yourſelf, 
waſte your time and paper, on a 
ſubject ſo perfectly inſignificant as 

YoL. +3 the 
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the little Olivia, of whom you 


ſeem ſo immoderately fond. For 


my part, I let my ſervants and de- . 


pendants, if they have good qua- 
lities, exhibit them to each other, 
It is neither your or my employ, 
to find out perfections in thoſe 
poor animals who depend on us 
for the bread they eat. Should 
my favourite woman who has lived 
with me fince I was as high as my 
pen — ſhould ſhe preſume to bore 
me with accompliſhments which 


are not fitting her ſtation, I-would 
diſcard her without hefitation— 


nothing ſhould ſcreen her from 
my vengeance. Beware, my dear, 
of the arts laid to enſnare your 
confidence—I really bluſhed for 

. 
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the weakneſs you was going to 
commit—You don't know the 
cunning theſe low bodies are ca- 
pable of. Once more I charge you 
on my moſt perfect friendſhip—I 
charge you—keep at an humble 
diſtance this encroaching young 


5 woman. Take my word for it, my 
x ſweet Emily, this Olivia is the ſpy 
of your mighty wiſe—mighty 
ed 
prudent father and mother ; per- 
5 haps too, the creature of Lord 
5 Morpeth—it is more than proba- 
ich f 
10 ble. Your intereſt, as I appre- 
w hend it, is ſeparate from your huſ- 
ren dband's; how then can your fa- 
om rourite be faithful to both? Have 
ear, 3 
you no ſnug chaplain— no ſpruce 
7OUT 5 
Wl ſteward—no hanger-on, like her- 
fo 


the 8 ſelf— 
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felf—who, from views of intereſt, 
would take her off your hands: 
Fie, fie, Lady Morpeth! you have 
not half the cleverneſs I expected 
from your addreſs and education. 
Had the affair been mine, I would 
have managed it in fome ſuch 
manner long ago, though I never 
troubled you with my opinion till 
Þ faw you almoſt overcome by the 


—— vile ſpells of your enchantrefs. 1 


beg you will not bring your Ple- 
betan phenomenon with you to 
town; I may be obliged to fee 
her ſometimes in your apartment, 
and ſuch odd mixtures are horrid- 
ly difagreeable. You have not, 
furely, ſo ſoon forgot, that it is 
the etiquette of politeneſs to aſ- 

| ſort 
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ſort one's company with propri- 
ety. I ſhould really be puzzled 
what kind of behaviour to put on, 

were you, in the flights of your 
romantic attachment to introduce 
to me this waiting-gentlewoman 
—this toad-cater—or whatever 
elſe you pleaſe to call her, in the 
character of your friend. Spare 
me the mortification of ſuch a 
trial. If you cannot diſpoſe of 
her otherwiſe, keep her in the 
country to mend your laces, fold 
your gowns, and feed your poul- 
try. I call every day on Brilliant; 

if one do not worry. thoſe dirty 
trades-people from morning to 
night, we have no chance of get- 
ting any thing out of their 


* 5. clutches, 
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clutches, they will everlaſtingly 
tire out our patience ; I viſit him 
ſo often, that he now goes on 
very well, and has diſplayed ex- 
cellent taſte in the diſpoſition of 
yout jewels; they look at leaſt ten 
_ thouſand pounds the better for 
paſſing through his hands. You 
have now nothing more to do but 
theſe few odd matters—make your 
grand attack—come off victorious 
—pack up your bundle of a Lord 
in the corner of your coach—bor- 
row his Phazton—get the hand- 
ſomeſt Chevalier that viſits at the 
Caftle to drive you, and bow! 
away for London, where you will 
find every thing in my department 
ready for your reception. I went 

e = m_ 
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this morning to my milliner, in 
St. Fames's-ftreet, and found the 
good woman, with all her nimble- 
fingered damſels, ſo amazingly 
buſy looks ſo brim full of im- 


portance, that I inquired what 


might be the meaning of this ex- 
traordinary buſtle, and was told 
they were preparing mourning for 
the Dowager | Counteſi of Caftle- 
down. So the diſconſolate widow w- 
has already wiſhed her Lord a 
good repoſe, and is ſtepping into 
her weeds, I dare ſay, with the 
fame careleſs eaſe that ſhe would 
change her morning diſhabille for 
the ornaments of full dreſs! I 
judge her feelings from what my 
own would be on a ſimilar occa- 
fon— 
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ſion — even in the life we live, were 
it not for thoſe family revolutions 
we ſhould find it intolerably ſtu- 
pid. Lady Caſthedown is neither 
young nor handſome, but ſhe has 
ſpirit, 'and when the atchievement 
is blazoned over her door, ſhe 
will be half way on the road to 
another huſband. There are bets 
this moment depending at White's, 
to the amount of twenty thouſand 
pounds, that ſhe does not languiſn 
in widowhood fix. months from 
the very day her good-natured 
Lord preſented her with her free- 
dom. Tord Robert Pinkny was 
my informer—it ſeems he is five 
thouſand deep in the bet ; and ra- 
ther than loſe it, he ſwears he will 
marry 


— — 
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marry her himſelf;—ſhe is rich 
—he'is poor, —ſhe: is old—he is 
young,—ſo much the better, the 
greater his chance of ſucceeding. 
J verily believe he will ſeriouſly 
attempt this conqueſt—he ſpeaks 
of it now in jeſt, to try how the 
world will take it in earneſt. It 
would be pity to laugh him out 
of his ridiculous ſcheme— it will 
be time enough to turn him into 
ridicule, after he he has diſpoſed 
of his highly-perfumed perfon to 
the beſt advantage. He has made 
me partly his confidante, and it 
ſhall net be my fault if your La- 
dyſhip has not # ſweet avenger 
who wilt amply repay the Dow- 
ager all thoſe inſults ſhe has made 

22593 you 
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you: ſuffer. A young handſome 
miſer, (Lord Robert does not a- 
bound in generoſity more than in 
fortune) who ſells himſelf to a 
rich ugly old woman, will not al- 
low her to live the moſt comfort- 
able life in the world, and it is 
with this idea that I am about 
to provide for Lady Caſtledown. 
I ſhall be one amongſt the firſt to 
carry her my compliments of con- 
dolence. Here condolence is a- 
nother word for congratulation; 
when I applied it to you, I could 
not give it this meaning. I am a 
vaſt favourite; and if I find an 
opportunity in my ſecond, third, 
or fourth viſit, to ſlide in a word 
edge-ways, in favour of the in- 
tended, 
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tended, he ſhall-not be forgotten. 
I do not deſign to have any hand 
in propoſing him—Lord Robert 
Pinkny is the prettieſt young man 


of faſhion about town ;—he is a 


great admirer of your Ladyſhip; 
I aw him this morning—he is af- 
flicted leſt your health may ſuffer 
from retirement Theſe or any 
other flying hints to the ſame pur- 
poſe ſeaſonably applied, may oc- 
caſion her ſome agreeable reveries, 
when ſhe comes to conſult her 
pillow. In ſhort: —But I ſhall 
proceed no farther in my plan at 
this time ;—a violent rapping at 
the door proclaims the approach 
of viſitors; I am to be over- 
whelmed with company this even- 


ing, 
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ing, they begin to pour in already, 
and have diſarranged all my ideas. 
— Farewell, my pretty Counteſs; 
pray forget not the advice I have 
given you, and attribute the unre- 
ſerved freedom of my pen to the 
.warmth of that friendſhip for 
which we are diſtinguiſſied. Po- 
ſitively you muſt not bring Olivia 
to town. De: 7 


* : 1 i 4.2 
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LET Te wiv. 


LADY MORPETH TO LADY ANN FOSTEss. 


Morpeth Caſtle. 

T Hardly know whether to be 
. moſt pleaſed or angry at the 
contents of your Ladyſhip's laſt 


favour, 
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favour ; but this I know, that the 
flippancy of your wit would have 
charmed me more on a leſs indif- 
| ferent ſubject than that on which 
you have taken pains to exerciſe 
8 it. If I have betrayed an error in 
judgment, am I the firſt of my 
”- I {cx that ever fell under the ſame 
ia predicament? You fay you are 
my friend, —I believe—I know 
you are! but 1s it the office of a 
friend to glare our faults before 
our eyes, when we turn our heads 
aſide to avoid them? For an 
\. error in judgment, I give you 

back an error in friendſhip. I am 
e married, and you might have 
che ſpared yourſelf the trouble, Lady 
a Aun, of forging additional weights 
„% Yo... KF to 


ESS. 
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to the heavy chain Iam obliged to 
drag after me. Though your 
Ladyſhip is pleaſed to reproach me 
without mercy, I ſhall not plead 
_ guilty to your charge; I have by 
no means deſerved your ſatire, —l 
am perfectly ſatisfied with my 
own conduct. I am juſt now in 
high good-humour with my caro 
ſpoſa ; were I to chooſe again, not- 
withſtanding his wig, I would pre- 
fer him to—let me ſee - why, I 
would prefer him to the forlorn 
ſtate of a ſpinſter. You muſt be 
ſenſible, Lady Ann, that men of 
rank and faſhion are not eaſily 
made huſbands in our time — I am 
much obliged to Lord Morpeth 
for the preference he gave me, and 
- )J + 12208 
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am monſtrouſly contented with 
the title of Counteſs. Matrimony 
muſt always carry a clog with it 
hy not as eaſy with Lord Mor- 
peth as another? Does this look 
like mortification? Does this 
look like repentance? Bluſh— 
bluſh for ſhame, my dear, at the 


injuſtice you did me, in ſuppoſing 


Lord GCaſfiledown's ſudden exit 
would humble me to the pitiable 
condition of a penitent. Was I 
to build caſtles in the air? Was 


I to expect a miracle would be 
worked in my favour ?—Lord Caſ- 


thkdown was but twenty-five years 


older than his ſon ; what reaſon 
then to hope, in compliance to my 
convenience, he would retire ſo 

: much 
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much before his time? You may 
laugh, if you pleaſe; I have ſhed 
many tears for his loſs; he was a 
good man, I could not have 
wiſhed his death, indeed I could 
not, though . my happineſs had 
depended on that event. Suppo- 
ſing I could have entertained a 
ſentiment ſo contrary to my na- 
ture — ſuppoſing I had married his 
ton—I would lay my life that his 
would have been prolonged a do-. 
zen years at leaſt—it never hap- 


pens otherwiſe—wayward fate de- 


lights in croſſing ous purpoſes. I 
really begin to like Lord Morpeth 
very well; but if I did not, on no 
conſideration would I offer up a 
petition for the charming liberty 

of 
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of widowhood—it would be bet- 
ter policy to pray for his life; in 
that caſe I ſhould expect a contrary 
effect. You may perceive, Lady 
Ann, I am in amazing ſpirits, —l 
ſhall fay a thouſand mad things 


before I have dene. So you tell 


me Havenbrook is ſoon expected in 
town—Very well—let him come, 
J have no objection to meeting 
him if he does not preſume to give 
himſelf airs, becauſe I did not 
chooſe to be the ſlave of his fool- 
iſh projects. Should he take it in 
his head to ſhew the ſmalleſt re- 
ſentment, I have no longer any 
terms to- keep with. him. Love 
is a chimera. I have been but lit- 
tle acquainted with—I am neither 

R 3 a prude, 
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a prude, nor ſo unfaſhionable as to 
frown at innocent freedoms, which 
may alarm the vulgar, whoſe nar- 
row judgment can draw no line 
between livelineſs and vice. My 
ſentiments are not confined by 
ſuch illiterate prejudices ; but I 
would rather die than relinquiſh 
my pretenſions to real virtue, or 
to real modeſty. I am the wife 
of Lord Morpeth—l know the dig- 
nity which belongs to that cha- 
racer ; neither he nor the world 
ſhall have any thing to accuſe me 
of on the ſcore of capital indiſ- 
eretions; I will deſerye their ap- 
probation; whether J enjoy it or 
not, muſt depend on their own 
überal or illiberal ideas. I hate 


unmeaning 


— 
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} unmeaning forms, and ſhall not 
diſturb myſelf to obſerve them ; 
the conſequence this humour may 
produce will be regarded by me 
as mere matter of moon- ſhine. 
I have been monſtrouſly ill, Lady 
Ann; by the by, a very neceſſary 
illneſs—had my wiſe Lord per- 
ſiſted in his whims, he would 
certainly have overturned all his 
mighty views of heirſhip. What 
woman, diſappointed as I was, 
could have ſubmitted to make him 
2 father at the expence of all her 
better proſpects. It was well he 
relaxed when he did, or he would 
have ſmarted for his 'obftinacy. 
Lye-in in the country !—be con- 
fined to a ſick chamber in the 


country 


| 
\ 
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country !—it was a ſhocking idea, 


I ſhould have expired under it. 


Tears and ſighs were at firſt my 
only artillery — tears and ſighs 
would not do- the frowns—the 


perverſe frowns of the perſon they 
were directed againſt, reported their 
Hl ſucceſs. I was now obliged to 
call in the aſſiſtance of ſullen ſi- 
lence—profound melancholy—hy- 
ſteric fit. - with their whole train 
of conſequences—theſe were op- 
poſed to as little purpoſe as the 
former. Reſt and appetite: next 
for ſook me, I could neither eat, 
drink, nor fleep. My Lord was 
alarmed, his angry countenance 
began to ſoften what was to be- 
come of his heir ?— The ſymp- 

toms 
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toms of apprehenſion he betrayed 
ſtrengthened my hopes. A phy- 
ſician ſent for, - when he arrived, 


by good luck, my Lord had walked 


out ; this was a fine opportunity 
for me to ſpeak to him alone—juſt 
what I wanted—I made a proper 
uſe of the precious moment, and 
engaged him in my intereſt. This 


important buſineſs was but juſt 


accompliſhed, when my tip-toed 
Lord came creeping to my bed- 


ſide. As. he approached, I gra- 


ciouſly held out my lilly hand—1 
looked withfully on his face with 
a mildneſs you muſt have admired. 
I ſeemed to ſay, See, my dear Lord, 

to what a condition I am reduced 
by * cruelty my eyes added, 

but 
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but J can forgive. This part of 
the farce admirably performed, 
he was actually as much ſoftened 
by my goodneſs, as if I had ex- 
preſſed it in words; and kiſſing 
my hand with becoming eager- 
neſs, reſigned it to the Doctor. 
The Doctor felt my pulſe, 
hemm'd thrice—ſhook his head 
and retired, beckoning my Lord 
as he went out. Deary was a 
million- times more terrified than 
the languiſhing patient. I knew 
my diſorder was at that criſis 
which would bring it to a ſpeedy 
concluſion, whilſt his Lordſhip 
obeyed the ſolemn ſummons with 
ſuch, a profundity of concern, 
which he ſimpered and wriggled 

to 
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to conceal from my notice, the 
moment his back was turned, I 
laughed heartily at my own in- 
genuity, and his groundleſs fears. 
The intereſting conference laſted 
more than ten minutes; but all 
that I ſuffered from ſuſpenſe in 
that interval was amply recom- 
penced—By what ? Why, by the 
re-entrance of Lord Morpeth, as 
meſſenger of thoſe tidings which 
were to recall me from death to 
life. What other recompence 
could I poſſibly mean? In ſhort, 
I am left to follow .my inclina- 
tions—my inclinations,; you may 
be aſſured, will lead me faſt to- 
wards you, even before the time 
frſt fixed on for that tranſporting 
journey! 
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journey! In ten days your Lady- 
ſhip may expect me—orders are 
already diſpatched to get every 
thing ready in South- Audley-ftreet. 
I am now going to air with my 
Lord—TI am all fmiles—all com- 
placeney upon my word he is 
IR improved. 


| CONTINUATION. 


such an airing !—What will 
become of me, if I ſhould fall in 
love with my own huſband ?—He 
is the civileſt creature breathing. 
A thouſand pounds—it was a 
very pretty preſent, and very pret- 
tily preſented. I am quite well 
now am obliged to your Lady- 


ſhi . have ſpared you the trou- 
ble 
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ble of enquiring. I more and 

mote admite my charming little 

innocent ſtratagem; it has ſet us 

on ſo amicable'a footing, that it is 
my dear Lord, my lovely Emily, 
at every word. Do not miſappre- 
hend me; Iintend all theſe abſurdi- 
ties ſhall be left behind us. Iknow' 
the impropriety of bringing them 

into the world: I have a thou 
ſand charges in a day, to conſider 
my fituation—not to make too 
free with my conſtitution to 
keep early hours go but ſeldom 
into public, and ſuch ridiculous 
nonfſenſe. The thoufand pounds 
were opportunely adminiſtered 
could J do leſs than promiſe? 
Promiſes coſt nothing, therefore 
Vor.. II. 8 I ſhall 
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I; ſhall continue to give them 
freely, till I am abſolutely in my 
own power. By the rules of po- 
lite cuſtom, we are not conſtrained 
to fulfil all our filly engagements, 
or I might not have been ſo pro- 
fuſe. I am vaſtly entertained with 
your ſcheme for the Dowager ; 
but if Lord Robert i is the man you 
deſcribe him, don t carry it far- 
ther than imagination. Though | 
I with to mortify Lady Caftledown, 
for her late ill uſage, and will 
ſtick at no means to make her pu- 
niſhment in that way as ſevere as 
poſſible; yet ſhe was once much 
more my friend than my enemy; 
for that reaſon I cannot conſent 
ſhe ſhall be tormented for life, or 


4 receive 
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receive the reward of her pride by 1 
any other mode than that with | 11 
which fortune has ſo amply 11 
vided r me. 


I ſhall poſi iioch bring Olivia to 
town.— I beg your pardon, but J 
have now no inclination to leave 
her behind ;—ſuppoſe I had, my 
Lord would not be pleaſed; I 
ſhall certainly humour him in tri- 
fles, to make him paſſive in eſſen · 
tials. I will take care ſhe ſhall 
not offend your Ladyſhip by her 
preſence; I think I can anſwer for 
her, it is an honour to which ſhe "0 
will not aſpire. Don't be angry 4 
if I tell you that I love her that (| 
the is a good creature—and that 

£ 8 2 you 
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you have miſtaken her character. 
Let us enjoy our different opinions 


without permitting a conteſt ſo 


immaterial to diſturb our friend- 
ſhip, or engage our further atten- 


tion. You give me to underſtand, 
that none of you are diſpoſed to 
treat with cruelty my willowed 
Lover ;—pray, do you intend by 
1 fayi ing none, to include with your- 


ſelf the long train of gaping ſpin- 


ſters that make a part of your aſ- 
ſemblies? Or, do you propoſe 


him for the ſnug party? Lord 
Havenbrocꝶ is highly favoured, I 


muſt confeſs; but perhaps this diſ- 


tinction may not be ſo very very 


neceſſary as ſome people imagine 
to his happineſs. Don't you con- 


ceive, 
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ceive, my dear, tHat ſome people's 
abundant kindneſſes may be abſo- 
lue cruelties? I fincerely wiſh. 
the party ſucceſs, and ſhall feel a 
deal of compaſſion for you all, if 
he ſhould baulk your expectations; 
but from the knowledge I have 
acquired of. his taſte—of his heart 
—of his diſpoſition—lI ſhake my 
head with phyſical | importan | 
and cannot fatter you. 1 


Vou find, my dear Lady Ain 1 
have not taken umbrage at 'your 
freedoms, as you whimſically*call 
them; my pen retaliates with the 
ſame unreſerve of friendſhip. I 
Hope to aſſure you in perſon that 
my friendſhip-for your Ladyſhip 
8 3, 185 
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is as fervent and laſting, as yours 
for me is yiolent and conſpicuous. 


_—_—_— 


n 1D) N Av, 
MRS. OSM ON TO OLIVIA. 


Auberry-Grove. 


J Write to you, my dear, on 3 
1 ſubje&t that engroſſes all my 
thoughts—that mixes itſelf in all 
my ideas, on which depends the 
felicity or infelicity of my future 
days. The repoſe of my life 
hangs on the conduct of my 


daughters; - the prudence of your 


friend Lady Edgerton has been 
very diſtinguiſhed; every * 
O 
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of hers has added a luſtre to her 
character. Would I could ſay my 
poor unthinking Emily's was e- 
qually eſtabliſhed. It is for Emyy 
I am alarmed—it is for her ſteadi- 
neſs in the perſeverance of virtue, 
for which I tremble. You are un- 
acquainted with a mother's feel- 
ings—a mother's tender anxieties 
or you would fully enter into 
my diſtreſſes. Years have not yet 
brought you acquainted with ex- 
perience ; but you have under- 
ftanding-—you have diſcretion 
above many whocan number twice 
your days. It is to that under- 
ſtanding, to that diſcretion, I ap- 
ply; I alſo apply to that duty 
that affection, you profeſs for me. 
| By 
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By this application I mean to en- 


e 


ſtricteſt attention to one 
particular point, which may pro- 


bably fave from diſhonour a family, 


of whom you muſt now look upon 
yourſelf as become a part. When 
I facrificed my own inclinations 
in giving you up to Lady Morpeth, 
it was done with a view, that by 
example ſhe might acquire ſome 
of thoſe ſteady refinements, which, 

from my earlieſt knowledge of 
your mind and difpoſition, en- 


deared you to me. Whether the 


awe which children are too apt to 
think attends the title of parent 
whether the diſtance time had 
placed between us—or from what 
other conſideration, I know not; 
N | but 
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but my mildeſt, gentleſt precepts 
have been loſt on Emi; nor have 
her father's more forcible, remon- 
ſtrances been received with-greater 
.condefcenfion. In a perſon, of her 
own ſex — her own age We hoped 
to find a ſucceſsful ſubſtitute, from 
whom ſhe would learn ſome of 
thoſe plain truths we found it ſo 1. 
difficult to inculcate. There was | 
no ſuperiority on your ſide to pre- 1. 
vent her loving you with fondneſs; = 
nor could we ſuppoſe ſhe would | 
ſhut her eyes to merit ſo conſpicu- 1 
ous. We thought ſhe would re- 
joice at our appointing her a friend 
ſo worthy of her confidence —a 1 
friend with whom ſhe might 14 
have conſulted on all ↄccaſions, wo 
free 


— 


32 
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free from reſerve—a friend, by 


whoſe conduct we hoped ſhe would 
_ regulate her own, and in whoſe 


converſation ſhe might have found 


a continual ſource of entertain- 
ment ;—all this we fondly ima- 
gined. I dreaded her returning to 
London, at leaſt with ſuch inor- 


dinate deſires for pleaſure as ſhe 
unhappily acquired by her former 
reſidence in that dangerous capital, 
whoſe diſſipated manners are de- 
ſtructive to natural affection— to 
the nation in general to the peace 
of families in particular. From 
the advantage of ſuch a compa- 
nion as my Olivia, 1 flattered my- 

ſelf Lady Morpeth would in time 
not only be reconciled to the coun- 

A try; 


nit 
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try, * even be brought to reliſh 
its peaceful, innocent enjoyments. 
My pleaſing illuſions I induſtri- 
ouſly concealed ; I left it to your 
own perfections to work out my 
deſign, without informing you or 
her how much I expected from 
their influence. Every letter I 
have received from my daughter 
has increaſed rather than dimi- 
niſhed my expectations. She men- 
tions you with more regard than | 
ohe generally expreſſes for people 
N ſhe has known much longer. I 
ICE charmed to find appearances 
. © promiſing-I now thought every 
ching would happen juſt as I had 
FX predicted. Oh, Olivia! Iam, a- 
wakened from a pleaſing dream in 
which 


> — 
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were lulled aſleep-I am awakened | 
to them all! What am I to think 


of the extravagant deſire ſhe be- 


trayed for the journey, in Which 
Tord Morpeth has at laſt indulged 
her? What am I tꝰ think of the 
ſtill more extravagant methods ſhie 
has taken to accompliſh her de- 
ſip? It muſt be ſo ; the hint 
you gave me; When you intreated 
her father's influence and my own' 


in that affair, cohvinces me; it 
muſt be ſo Yow muſt have ſeen 
ſtrong reaſons for the requeſt you 
made us you would not have 


ſupported her in the violent oppo- 


ſition to the declared will of her 
Ow unleſs yo had dreaded the 
flights 
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flights to which a diſappointment 
might have carried her. Unhappy 
Emily ! I fear I fear you are not 
wrongfully accuſed how terrible 
the reflection !—I do not thank 
thy mean accuſer—thy accuſation 
comes from an anonymous friend, 


another term for an enemy con- 


cealed. Yet ſtrengthened by cir- 


cumſtances, loath as I am to give 
the informer credit, I dare not 
diſbelieve the horrid inſinuations. 
Read the incloſed in this place, 
Olivia ! and let the confidence I 


repoſe in you confirm how highly 


—how very highly you are eſti- 
mated in my friendſhip. 
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AN ANONYMOUS LETTER 
TO MRS. OSMOND. 


© MADAM, 


« THE reſpectable character 


of yourſelf and family has en- 
gaged my friendſhip. I cannot 
ſee the honour of your houſe in 
danger of receiving a ſevere ſhock, 
without warning you of its ap- 
proach, and moſt ſincerely hope 
it may arrive in time for the exer- 
tion of your exemplary prudence 
to prevent the threatening evil. 
Lady Morpeth has ſtooped to em- 
ploy the meaneſt arts to conquer 
the wiſe reſolutions of her diſ- 
creet Lord. She bribed her phy- 


ficilan— 


= 
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fician—lI will venture to affirm ſhe 
had no pretenſions to real illneſs, 
it was all a farce—1lIneſs was only 
pleaded, the better to accompliſh 
her deſign. The poor huſband is 
hood-winked—he is blinded by 
her artful contrivance, and the 
gratification of her deſires has been 
the conſequence. For your fake, 
Madam, I wiſh I had nothing 
worſe to report of Lady Morpeth ; 
for this I might not have awa- 
kened your ſuſpicions, it afflicts 
me to give a moment's pain to 
your maternal boſom; I would 
rather have ſuppreſſed ſuch trifles 
in ſilence. Were I now to main- 
tain that ſilence, though from mo- 
tives of tenderneſs—a kindneſs ſo 

| T2 ill-judged 
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ill-judged would be more than 
cruel—it would be criminal in 
its effects. To be plain, Mrs. 
Oſmond, this London journey, 
brought about by ſuch difficult, — 
I will not ſay, ſcandalous eontri- 
vances, was not ſo eagerly defired 
| by your daughter, merely for the 
pleaſures of diſſipation I need not 
enlarge. Recolle& Lord: Haven- 
brook, now Lord Caſthdown, is 
every day expected in town. The 
proafs ſhe has given the world of 
her attachment to that young No- 
bleman, I know are almoſt forgot, 
but I know too, her partiality for 
him is as ſtrong or ſtronger than 
ever. Now, if ſhe cannot be pre- 
vailed c on to —_ all acquaintance 

with 
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with his Lordſhip, the world's 
eyes are not fo faſt cloſed but they 
will open again to any new error 
in her conduct - ſcandal will again 
revive, and ſhe inevitably become 
the ſubject of every one's ſatyrical 
obſervation. Believe me, Madam, 
I know more of Lady Morpeth 
than ſhe or any perſon elſe ima- 
gines. I dare aſſure you, ſhe 
might have been brought to re- 
main contentedly enough in the 
country, if Lord Caſtledoun's re- 
turn had not intervened. It was 
his return that made her determi- 
nations ungovernable. I have no 
doubt that your good ſenſe will 
put you in a method to prevent 
the fatal iſſue, which may other- 
1 wiſe 
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wiſe attend this unfavourable ex- 


pedition. I beg you will eontrive 


it ſo as not to diſcover that you 
have had any other warning but 
what might be reaſonably expected 
from your own wiſdom and expe- 
rience. I have the honour, Ma- 
dam, to conceal my name under 


the title of your friend, and the 


friend of your family.“ 


| MRS. OSMOND IN CONTINUATION. 
Now, my dear Olfvia, what 

think you of the writer of this 

moſt extraordinary epiſtle ? Keep 


it by you—have it always in view 


A to diſcover if poſſible the deteſ- 
table author ;—on whatever truths 
the contents are founded, the mo- 
. tives 
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tives which occaſion their being 
communicated to me, I am ſure, 
are deteſtable. Carefully watch, 
amongſt thoſe of Emily's female 


acquaintance, who are moſt in her 


confidence. The hand is femi- 
nine, though infinitely diſguiſed 
— how greatly are our ſex degraded 
by envy | This ſhocking letter, 
depend on it, comes from one 
who knows too much of Lady 
Morpeth's heart—Friendſhip is a 
word ſeldom underſtood in high 
life, but for the purpoſes of proſ- 
titution. I know your diligence 
II rely on it for finding out this 
dangerous incendiary ; —examine 
every card—every ſcrap of paper— 
addreſſed to my daughter com- 


pare 
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pare the writing with what I ſend 
you, and notwithſtanding the diſ- 


guiſe, it is ten to one but we trace 


out the enemy of her reputation. 


This is an eſſential ſtep to my re- 
poſe; once got over, I ſhall again 
entertain my former hopes of 
drawing her from the brink of a 
precipice on which ſhe totters. 
To you only my ſecret ſhall be diſ- 
cloſed till the deſign I have formed 
is accompliſhed; as ſoon as I ar- 
rive at a certainty, her pretended 
friend ſhall be fully expoſed; then, 
when ſhe ſees this friend in her 
proper colours, if the diſcovery 
does not open her eyes, if it does 
not cauſe her to ſee, to ſhudder at 
her ſituation, I have done with 

ok hope— 
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hope—T have done with expecta- 
tion. A daughter of the houſe of 
O/mond cannot, I preſume to think, 
be premeditatedly wicked. Oh! 
that I may be able to ſnatch this dar- 
ling daughter from the infatuation 
by which her ſenſes are faſcinated! 
May I not be made the bleſſed 
inſtrument to eradicate from her 
once innocent mind, the pernicious 
vweeds of a wrong education, with 
which that mind has been blighted, 
fuffocated, and by which has been 
ſtopped the growth of every na- 
tural, every moral duty? Dear, 
dear Olivia, pity my diſtreſs—af- 
ford me your aſſiſtance—I aſk it 
in more than J have yet requeſted. 

Let your humanity forgive what 
b the 
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the dignity of your character, 
without its interpoſition, might 
reſent. I aſk you not to be the 
ſpy of Lady Morpeth's actions, but 
I intreat you to be the preſerver 
of her fame. Whenever you per- 
ceive her conduct doubtful, ſpare 


not yourſelf or me; as you value 
my peace —as you value my friend- 


ſhip - acquaint me with your ſuſ- 
picions, if you have any, before it 


be too late to make my knowledge 


of them ſerviceable to her preſer- 
vation. Whatever you ſay to me 
in confidence ſhall be buried in 
the ſilent receſſes of my own bo- 
ſom ; not even my huſband ſhall 
know our correſpondence on this 
ſubject; and my ſoul ſhall bleſs 


fo you. 
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you. Should you refuſe me this 
mark of your attachment, the 
ſtab you give me will be next in 
ſeverity to what I ſhould receive 
in the actual diſhonour of my 
daughter, becauſe. J ſhall ever 
think by your condeſcenſion her 
fate might have been prevented. 
I will preſs you no farther, deareſt 
Olivia; diſappoint not the hopes 
Thave entertained; proceed i in that 
line chalked out for you by one 
who loves you with all the fond- 
neſs of a mother, and to whom 
the delicacy of your character is 
as dear as the honour of her own. 


= long, my beloved child, to 
hear from your on mouth the 
” viciſ- 
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viciſſitudes that you tell me have 
hitherto marked your life; we 
will weep together over the af- 
flictions with which you muſt have 
ſtruggled. No ſorrows which the 
tendereſt parent, could prevent, 
ſhall ever again diſturb the tran- 
quility of your days. I am con- 
tent to defer the recital to our next 
meeting; - your diſpofition, and 
the reliance I have on your ob- 
ſerving with exactneſs the requeſt 
of my ſoul, will, I truſt, render 
that meeting a happy one ;—it is 
by your means all my views of 


comfort mult be realized. 


I write by this poſt. to Lady 
a but ſhall carefully avoid 
giving 
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giving her the leaſt cauſe to ſuſ- 


pect my preſent ſentiments. Full 
of hope and affection, I embrace 
and bid you adieu 


„* 
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LETTER XVI. 
LADY EDGERTON TO MRS. OSMOND. 


Montpellier. 


JF ORD Caffledoun, my dear 
mother, leaves this place ſo 


abruptly on hearing of the death 
of his father, that I have only 
time to write a few lines, but the 


treaſure I ſend incloſed in them 


will amply make up for my defi- 
ciency. His Lordſhip ſent, five 
minutes ago, a polite apology for 
not calling on us to take a per- 


. U ſonal 
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ſonal leave before he ſets out for 
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England, which he was preparing 
to do as ſoon as his horſes could 
be put to the carriage. He aſ- 
ſures us nothing but the ſincereſt 
affliction a man can feel on loſing 
the beſt of parents could prevent 
him from bidding us adieu, and 
defires we will honour him with 
our commands. This is the pur- 


port of his note, and we make the 


moſt of this ſudden opportunity to 
tell you we are in health to ſay we 
continue in the reſolution of em- 
bracing you at the time we firſt 
propoſed. If I were not confined 
to a moment I ſhould have a thou- 


ſand things to ſpeak of about the 


Duke de Oboyne; he has honoured 
2 | us 
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us with ſuch particular attentions, 
that he certainly would have been 
intitled to our eſteem if we had 
not firſt been acquainted with the 
Count de Poland. You will not 
accuſe us of ingratitude that we 
return his civilities with coolneſs, 
when you have read the packet we 
received three days ago. The 
Duke accompanies Lord Caſile- 
down. as far as Paris. I hope he 
will not return here. I hope his 
abſence will be ſupplied by the 
preſence of his excellent brother. 
It is with regret we part from 
Lord Gaſikdown ; that regret 1s 
doubled by the occaſion that calls 
him from us. I always thought 
the late Earl a worthy, good-na- 

f 2 tured, 
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tured, inoffenfive man, and was 


much ſhocked at the ſudden man- 


ner in which he was taken from 
his family. What a repreſenta- 
tive fills his place—ſenfible— 
generous — honourable —accom- 
pliſhed;—few men deſerve alt 
theſe appellations with ſo much 
juſtice as Lord Caſtledown, The 
good qualities of this young no- 
blemart muſt afford my father and 
yourſelf great pleaſure, notwith- 
ftanding you have both been ſo 
highly diſguſted with the impro- 
priety and unkindnefs of his mo- 


ther. Lord Caſdledemm's return to 


England gives me no uneaſineſs on 
the ſcore of Lady Morpeth; J have 
the firmeſt- reliance on the good- 

WERE: 3 neſs 
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neſs of his heart; beſides, I know 
the paſſion for my ſiſter which 


once occupied that heart is now 


entirely eradicated, I am obliged 


to . ſend away my packet, or I 
would be more explicit. Fare- 
well, my deareſt parents, I bid 
you haſtily farewell. 


"I 
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THE CounT DE POLAND TO SIR 
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0 W the afflictions of 


Heaven requires abſolute 


ſubmiſſion to its divine diſpenſa- 
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tions. To combat with the un- 
kindneſs, with the cruelty of man, 
is infinitely more difficult. In 
the former we expect our reſigna- 
tion will be greatly rewarded ;— 
from the latter all ſach proſpects 
are excluded. Forgive, my ami- 
able friends, the obtruſion of a 
gloomy ſentiment, which per- 
haps I ought to have ſuppreſſed, 

till I had made thoſe enquiries 
after your healths, and thoſe ac- 
knowledgments of my unabated 
attachment, which ſhould have 
reſcued me from the black fin of 
ingratitude. It was the emotions 
of that very attachment which 
gave birth to the ſentiment I have 
juſt expreſſed ; it occurred to me, 
F401 0 when 
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when I reflected that my unnatu- 
ral brother, not contented with 
robbing me of a treaſure in which 
my ſoul delighted, had alſo driven 


me from your preſence. Let me do 


him the juſtice to ſay, that of the 


latter he is unintentionally guilty ; 
The did not know that in your 


friendſhip I was beginning to find 
ſome alloy, if not an abatement 
of my ſorrows. He had no rea- 
fon to ſuppoſe I could ever more 
taſte of comfort, when with his 


own hand he had daſhed to the 


ground the rich veſſel in which 
was contained the whole ſum of 
my earthly happineſs. Diſap- 


pointed in every wiſth' my heart 


. entertained, deſperate is my 
155 ſituation |— 
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ſituation !—My peace, my health, 
I fear, my diſpoſition, have fallen 
the ſacrifice. I feel not as I uſed to 
feel—I am tired with making ex- 
cuſes for the faults and frailties of 
others—I am too much diſguſted 
by them. I have not always 
wanted a proportion of that bene- 
volence ſo neceſſary to the charac- 
ter of a man, and of a chriſtian, I 
am not what I have been, my 
temper is ſoured I am peeviſn— 
I am fretful—I am the prey of a 
deyouring diſcontent, Can ſuch 
a wretch make pretenſions to your 
friendſhip? But, whilſt I confeſs 
myſelf unworthy. of your friend- 
ſnhip, I have ſtill a claim on your 
compaſſion. Is not compaſſion 

nie lit nearly 
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nearly allied to affection? At leaſt 
in my own ideas I will not diſ- 
unite them, as it draws me cloſer 
to your hearts, and it is of con- 
fequence to my repoſe that I 
fhould-not he thrown from thence, 
or that my memory ſhould not be 
cheriſhed by. you with more than 
modern warmth, The repeated 
ſhocks my mind has ſuſtained; 
ſhakes the foundation of a conſti- 

tution naturally infirm.—I pre- 


ſume not to mark out the time of 


my releaſe; but when that time 
arrives, I ſhall” receive the divine 
mandate as a peculiar mercy: 
Perhaps, my dear Sir Ininam, 
perhaps, my dear Lady Edgerton, 
it may not be permitted me again 

to 
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to embrace you; but my love for 
you ſhall deſcend with me to the 
grave. Will you add one more 
kindneſs to my liſt of obligations? 
Will you accept a truſt which I 
cannot bequeath to any but your- 
ſelves? The nature of it I ſhall 
explain hereafter; I muſt firſt 
bring you acquainted with the 
perſon it concerns, which can only 
be done by proceeding in the ac- 
count I was giving you of my dear 
unfortunate ſiſter, when the Duke 
de Oboyne's arrival interrupted my 
recital. . I am now impatient to 
relate the concluſion, leſt a ſecond 
time I ſhould be ſtopped by an 


event which muſt filence me for 


ever, and leave you ata loſs to gueſs 
my 
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my motives for the truſt with 
which I have dared to burthen 
you, even without waiting your 
en for e it. 


You n ner Have forgot the 
deplorable fituation in which I 
diſcovered my Maria, or the cir- 


cumſtances that had: driven her to 


ſuch unheard-of "extremities. I 
have alſo told you that ſne fainted 
in my arms before I had found out 
in her expiring form, the features 
of my ever- loved, once lovely ſiſ- 


ter. I will paſs over the diſtrac- 


tion that ſeized me when I ſaw the 
hand of death buſied in deſtroying 
what yet remained of the beaute- 
ous edifice—when I felt it ſtrug- 


gling 
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gling to tear her from my em- 
braces. I ſcreamed aloud, my 


creams brought up Annanette; | 
we lifted the dying Saint to her 


bed; ſhe was already panting for 


pHreath, and more than half an 


angel. I was not maſter of my- 
ſelf, or recollection, tears, and 
groans, made me incapable of af- 
fiſting her. Annanette was more 
collected, he fle- to a cup- 
board, and brought from thence 
a ſmall phial, with the contents 
of which ſhe rubbed her hands, 
her noſe, her forehead. Marin 
once more opened her eyes, ſhe 
fixed them on my face, full of 
death, but full of ſweetneſs; ſhe 
— that poignaat woc which 


does 
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does not admit of expreflion. She 
faintly ſmiled—ſhe would have 
ſpoke, but a ſigh that entered my 
very ſoul was all ſhe uttered. I 
was kneeling at the fide of her 
bed, her hands hard graſped in 
mine, as if I meant to detain 
the bleſſed Spirit from that hea- 


venly manſion after which it was 


aſpiring, Her hands wetted with 
my tears ſhe drew from me—ſhe 
drew them away with an eager- 


neſs which ſhewed her apprehen- 


ſions that ſhe ſhould not be per- 
mitted time to perform ſome act 
neceſſary to the peace of her laſt 
moments. Taking from her breaſt 
a paper ſealed with black—trem- 
bling—almoſt convulſed—ſhe de- 

Vor. II. X. livered 
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livered it to me, and preſſed my 
hands to her lips with ſuch fer- 
vor, as ſhewed ſhe would enforce, 
by her emotions of tenderneſs, 
the truſt ſhe had committed to my 
charge. This was the laſt effort 
of nature—it was the laſt of af- 
fection ;—in the fame moment 
ſhe performed it, her pure ſoul 

_ deſerted its grief-worn body, and 
flew for ſhelter to the boſom of its 
| Maker. I had no eye to obſerve, 
no officious friend to increaſe, by 
endeavouring to reſtrain, my ſor- 
rows! indulged them freely, and 
they became more ſoftened more 
ſupportable - from the looſe I gave 
them. When d could tear my- 
ſelf from all that was mortal of 


my 
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my Maria, I crept ſoftly down the 
dark ſtairs by which I had aſcend- 
ed, and found my way to a gloomy 
parlour, that ſeemed the receſs of 
miſery, for that reaſon more fit 
for my reception. To have ſeen 
every friend I had in the world 
expire at my feet, could not have 
augmented my deſpair, yet a trifle 
did augment it. A work-bag, 
which was my own gift in her 
happier days, ſtruck me at my 

entrance, it was lying on a ſorry - 
table; I ſhuddered at the fight 
AI could go no further—I threw 
myſelf on a chair, and my head 
ſunk down on the poor relick—I 
felt as if I had been overtaken by 
ſomenew misfortune. My faculties 
2 were 
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were all ſuſpended ; and when I 
appeared moſt buried in profound 
contemplation, I was not maſter 
of a ſingle thought—a fingle idea. 


J was rouſed from my ſtupor by 


the noiſe of feet trampling in the 
chamber above—I ſtarted from 
the place in which I was fitting, 
and for an inſtant could not con- 
ceive by what this trampling was 
occaſioned. It was but an inſtant | 
—alas! my mind began to awaken 
—recollection told me the ſad, 
fad cauſe. I had already given my 
orders, which were to lay her in 
her bed, and to inform me as ſoon 


as it was proper for me to return 


to her apartment. Annanette o- 
beyed my orders with exactneſs, and 
the 
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the remainder of that woe-fraught 
night I paſſed in the chamber of 
death, every moment looking in 
upon my Maria, as if ſhe had been 
ſtill ſenſible to my unremitting at- 
tention. The day broke —it pene- 
trated to this chamber of death 
darkneſs fled before the rays of 
morning—all, all but the darkneſs 
of my ſoul, that it could not diſpel. 
When every neceſſary office was 
performed preparative to remo- 
ving the body, it was borne to a 
houſe which Annanette, by my di- 
rections, had provided for me at no 
great diſtance; but before I ſpoke 
of her removal, I ſhould have told 
you, that the day after her deceaſe, 
as T intended carrying her remains 
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to France, I thought it right to 
examine the paper ſhe had put 
into my poſſeſſion, leſt it might 
contain ſome requeſt with which 
I ought to be acquainted. The 
taſk was painful, but it was una- 
voidable, and I forced myſelf to 
undertake it. Trembling, I broke 
the-ſable ſeal, and caſting my eye 
on the cover, which I had not till 
then obſerved, found it directed 
to myſelf in this affecting man- 
ner :—* The contents of this pac- 
« ket are deſigned for the only 
« friend my adverſity has left me, 
« my dear affectionate brother, 
tc the Count de Poland, to be deli- 
« vered after my death. The 
« hand of Heaven is upon me, I 

| 40 ſhall 
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« ſhall not be permitted to.rejoice 
e in his preſence. To your care, 
« my good, my faithful Auna- 
ce nette, I commit this charge 
c ſeek out my paternal brother, 
« when he returns to France, and 
« deliver it with your own hand.” 


The contents of this packet 


were written about the time I. 
came back to Paris, and in which 


many parts of her ſtory are men- 
tioned, ſuch as you are already ac- 
quainted with. I would ſend you 
the original, but it has, ever ſince 
I was poſſeſſed of it, been my 
conſtant boſom companion; I can- 
not tear it from thence to riſk it 


by an uncertain conveyance ; nei- 


ther 
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ther can I ſend you an exact copy. 
I am infirm—my eyes fail me— - 
the office of tranſcribing it muſt 
not be intruſted to another. I am 
perſuaded the taſk I have already 
undertaken will be equal, or more 
than equal, to my ſtrength and ſpi- 
rits; if ever I ſhould be ſo happy 
to meet you again, you ſhall have 
it to peruſe. I am not partial, 
when I tell you it is worthy the 
pen of a Socrates; and that it 
would draw the tear of ſenſibility 
from hearts unſoftened—untaught 
in the rugged ſchool of adverſity. 
A hundred times I laid down the 
ſoul-penetrating paper, as often 
re-aſſumed it with agitation next 
to diſtraction. When I came to 
* theſe 
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theſe words, viſibly blotted with 
her tears—** To your paternal pro- 
te tection I bequeath all that now 
e remains of your unfortunate ſiſ- 


e ter—a poor deſerted, friendleſs, 


* orphan,—the precious pledge of 
* an innocent, but unhappy u- 
* nion ;” I could go no farther, 
it was the firſt moment I had lei- 
ſure from my griefs to beſtow a 
thought on the child ; I hadeven 
forgot that when I firſt ſaw Anna- 
nette, ſhe had informed me my 
Maria was a mother. I reproach- 
ed myſelf ſeverely for the omiſſion 
I inſtantly went in. ſearch of 
Annanette, that 1 might loſe no 
time in taking to my heart the 
treaſure with which it was in- 

ttruſted. 
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ther can I ſend you an exact copy. 
I am infirm—my eyes fail me— 
the office of tranſcribing it muſt 
not be intruſted to another. Iam 
perſuaded the taſk I have already 
| undertaken will be equal, or more 
than equal, to my ſtrength and ſpi- 
rits.; if ever I ſhould be ſo happy 
to meet you again, you ſhall have 
it to peruſe. I am not partial, 
when I tell you it 1s worthy the 
pen of a Socrates; and that it 
would draw the tear of ſenſibility 
from hearts unſoftened—untaught 
in the rugged ſchool of adverſity. 
A hundred times I laid down the 
ſoul-penetrating paper, as often 
re-aſſumed it with agitation next 
to diſtraction. When I came to 
9 theſe 
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theſe words, viſibly blotted with 
her tears To your paternal pro- 
te tection I bequeath all that now 
* remains of your unfortunate ſiſ- 
e ter—a poor deſerted, friendleſs, 
* orphan,—the precious pledge of 
* an innocent, but unhappy u- 
* nion;“ I could go no farther, 
it was the firſt moment I had lei- 
ſure from my griefs to beſtow a 
thought on the child ; I hadeven 
forgot that when I firſt ſaw Anna- 
nette, ſhe had informed me my 
Maria was a mother. I reproach- 
ed myſelf ſeverely for the omiſſion 
Il inſtantly went in ſearch of 
Annanette, that I might loſe no 
time in taking to my heart the 
treaſure with which it was in- 
truſted, 
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truſted. Annanette anſwered my 
eager inquiries with tears, which 
had never ceaſed flowing for my re- 
cent misfortune ;—ſhe told me, that 
her dear lady, though far gone in 
a decline, would not be perſuaded 
from making an attempt to ſuckle 
her child, but that office was more 
than ſhe had ſtrength to perform ; 
that being toomuch ſtraightened in 
her circumſtances to bring home 
ſo expenſive a ſervant as a nurſe to 
ſupply her inability, ſhe had been 
obliged, againſt her inclinations, 
to place it with a poor woman in 
the neighbourhood, who was con- 
tented with a ſmall gratification 
for her trouble in nurſing Ma- 
demoiſelle de Poland. My God! 


cried 
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cried I, interrupting her, has ſhe 
then given my name to her daugh- 
ter? My Lady would have her 
chriſtened by no other, replied the 
good creature, ſobbing ; ſhe ſaid 
your Lordſhip was her only friend; 
ſhe ſaid ſhe ſhould die in agonies, 
were it not for the certainty her 
ſoul entertained, that you would 
live to return—that you would be 
a father to her infant. I will—1 
will—exclaimed I, hardly able to 
ſupport the different emotions 
which oppreſſed me but go, run, 
Annanette, bring me — She ſtaid 
to hear no more, ſhe underſtood 
enough of my impatience, and 
flew to execute thoſe orders which 
ſhe had only received in part. I 
now 
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now returned to my melancholy 
employment. —TE had but juſt fi- 
niſhed my ſiſter's laſt. pathetic ir- 


teſiſtible injunctions, and reſolved 


faithfully: to obſerve them, when 
Annanette returned with the dear- 
eſt proof her angelic miſtreſs could 
leave me of her confidence in my 
honour—of her confidence in my 
affection. I caught the lovely, 


ſmiling legacy to my boſom, and 


from that moment felt myſelf a 
parent. Joy brightened the fea- 
tures of Annanette; ſhe could not 
ſee me beſtow the fondeſt careſſes 
on her little charge, unaffected 


by pleaſure ; ſhe fell at my feet, 
_ elung round my knees, and by a 
_ thouſand extravaganciesconvinced 


me 


"you of = 
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me more than ever of her attach- 
ment to my ſiſter. I did not ſee 
them unmoved; they made me 
form a defign, which I afterwards 
carried into execution—it was a 


| ſudden reſolution taken in confe- 
quence of Maria's poſthumons re- 


queſt. My heart burnt to acquit 


itſelf of this requeſt. I broke 


from the officious tranſports of 


 Annanette, and carried my ſweet 


child to the humble chamber 


which held the precious remains 
of her bleſſed, thrice-bleſſed mo- 
ther. Kneeling by her bed fide, 
and taking one of her clay-cold 
hands in mine, whilſt her endear- 


ing infant, ſmiling at woe, reſted 
on my Knee; I vowed upon that 
„ hand 
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hand to fulfil every with ſhe had 
_ expreſſed. This vow was regiſ- 
tered in the awful preſence of the 
Almighty, and I called upon his 
Juſtice to deal with me according 
to the exactneſs with which I 
ſhould perform it. I alſo in the 
ſame devout ceremony ſolemnly 
adopted her orphan innocent. 
Though my eyes overflowed, yet 
J felt my mind much relieved after 
I had followed the dictates of my 
duty and of my affection. At that 
inſtant I was an enthuſiaſt—it 
could not be real—it muſt have 
been the workings of my own 
diſordered imaginations. I fan- 
cied, —but I bluſh even at telling 
you to what lengths I was hur- 
3 ried 
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ried bya ſuperſtitious deception, — 


1 fancied when J had paid this 


grateful tribute to the manes of 
my. Maria, I fancied an air of ſa- 


tisfaction was diffuſed over her 


pale countenance,. which ſeemed 


to tell me her eternal felicity 
wanted but this addition to render 


it perfect. 


Before I proceed farther, I muſt 
acquaint you with the purport of 
that paper, which I call my boſom 


companion. To give you a full 


idea of what my ſiſter requeſted, 
and what I promiſed, I ſhall here 
draw up a ſhort abſtract from the 


original : 
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© I have now laid before you, 
my deareſt brother, the perſe- 


© cutions which forced me to. ſeek 


© an aſylum in this inhoſpitable 
country. Grief and poverty 


* purſued me hither; they hunted 


© me even to the gates of death; 
no kind friend interpoſed to ward 
* off their approach no benevo- 
lent hand ſtretched itſelf out to 
* ſnatch, me from their devouring 
* oripe. I am fatally. entangled 
in the web misfortune: has ſpun. 
to enſnare me; and in your ab- 
* ſence—your regretted abſence, 
can find out no method of eſca- 
* ping. I complain not in reſent- 
* ment of the Duke de Oboyne; 

that 
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that God, whoſe gracious ſum- 
* mons I hourly expect, and con- 
* fiding in whole infinite mercy 
I ſhall not tremble to appear be- 
fore, can witneſs the ſtrength of 
my ſiſterly affection, which all 
© the Duke's unkindneſs has not 
© been able to obliterate. 


Difference of opinion, in the 
« eſſential point on which hangs 
our eternal welfare, has cauſed his 
error has governed my fate ;— 
© hewas confirmed in his, I was not 
© leſs ſteady to my own, and nei- 
© ther of us could ſubmit; but I 
hope in this one propolition he 
* will not oppoſe me, which is, 
© that our forgiveneſs may be ſin- 
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*cere and mutual. Tell him I 
die in perfect love with him, 
* and in charity with the world 
« —but whilſt you tell him this, 
* conceal from his knowledge that 
] am mother to the little orphan 
I have bequeathed to your pro- 
« tection. Should he diſcover my 
de Poland to be his niece whilſt 
in a ſtate of infancy, I foreſee 
* ſuch difficulties that ſhe would 


have to encounter, as makes me 


« ſhudder but to think of. I who 
could calmly facrifice all my 
«ſplendid proſpe&ts—forlake my 
* family—my friends—my coun- 
try to preſerve entire thoſe 
principles in which I have been 
* educated, cannot ſupport the 

b 
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bare idea that my darling ſhould 
ever fall a martyr to her's, as I 
have done to mine. The repoſe 
of my ſoul, in ſome degree, de- 
*pends on her being brought up 

in the religion of her parents, 
and that ſhe ſhould be permitted 
to enjoy it unmoleſted. This 
© will never be the caſe, ſhould the 
© Duke de Oboyne interpoſe that 
authority to which by nature he 
may think himſelf intitled; 
therefore, the concealment I have 
mentioned is ſo neceſſary during 
* her infant years. Were all Ca- 
* tholics like my much- loved de 
Poland, how eaſy how happy 
would be my exit! 
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Oh! my dear, my kind, my 
© excellent brother, receive this 
only pledge of love I have to 
offer my poor, deſerted, friend- 
© leſs daughter ! be a father to her 
© neceſſities, the guardian of her 
. © innocence; above all, be you the 
« preſerver of thoſe rights, to 
© maintain which I become a wil- 
© ling victim, and would lay down 
© a thouſand lives, could the hu- 
man being admit of death more 
© than once to know ſhe would be 
« eſtabliſhed in them. In the 
* ſame humble attitude in which 
I pay my devotions to Heaven, 
«I now addreſs my petitions to 
you; with the ſame warmth, 
the ſame energy I deliver them; 

| turn 
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turn not away from the laſt re- 
« queſt of thy kneeling, weeping, 
* expiring Maria. 


This ſhort abſtract, my com- 
paſſionate friends, is enough to 
inform you of my motives :for 
what otherwiſe might have ap- 
peared myſterious in my future 
conduct, and more than I have 
been able to tranſcribe, without 
paying that tribute annexed to 
humanity. 


I drop my pen] cannot pro- 


_ ceed—I am touched too nearly, 


END OF THE SECOND VOLUME, 


